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Rudyard Joseph Kipling was bom in Bombay m 1865 His father, John 
Lockwood Kipling, was the author and illustrator of Beast and Man tn 
India and his mother, Alice, was the sister of Lady Burne-Jones In 
1871 Kipling was brought home from India and spent five unhappy 
years with a foster family m Southsca, an experience he later drew on m 
The Light That Failed (1890) The years he spent at the United 
Services College, a school for officers’ children, arc depicted in Stalky 
and Co (1899) and the character of Beetle is something of a self- 
portrait. It was during his time at the college that he began writing 
poetry and Schoolboy Lyrics was published privately in 1881 In the 
following year he started work as a journalist in India, and while 
there, produced a body of work, stones, sketches and poems - notably 
Flam Tales from the Hills (1888) - which made him an instant literary 
celebnty when he returned to England in 1889 Barrack Room Ballads 
(1892) contains some of his most popular pieces, including ‘Mandalay’, 
‘Gunga Dm’ and ‘Danny Dcevcr’ In this collection Kipling expen- 
mented with form and dialect, notably the cockney accent of the 
soldier poems, but the influence of hymns, music-hall songs, ballads 
and public poetry can be found throughout his verse. 

In 1892 he married an Amen can, Caroline Balcsticr, and from 1892 
to 1896 they lived m Vermont, where Kipling wrote The Jungle Book, 
published in 1894. In 1901 came Km and in 1902 the Just So Stones 
Tales of every kind - including histoncal and science fiction — con- 
tinued to flow from his pen, but Kim is generally thought to be his 
greatest long work, putting him high among the chroniclers of British 
expansion. 

From 1902 Kipling made his home in Sussex, but he continued to 
travel widely and caught his first glimpse of warfare in South Africa, 
where he wrote some excellent reportage on the Boer War However, 
many of the views he expressed were rejected by anti-impcnalists who 
accused him of jingoism and love of violence Though nch and suc- 
cessful, he never again enjoyed the literary esteem of his early years 
With the onset of the Great War, his work became a great deal more 
sombre The stones he subsequently wrote, A Diversity of Creatures 
I 1 ? 1 ?)! Debits and Credits (1926) and Limits and Renewals (1932) are 
now thought by many to contain some of his finest writing The death 
of his only son in 191 5 also contributed to a new inwardness of vision 
Kipling refused to accept the role of Poet Laureate and other civil 



honours, but he was the first English writer to be awarded the Nobd 
Prize, in 1907 He died m 1936 and his autobiographical fragment 
S /y ~ah rg of Myself was published the following jear 

Hermicne Lee is a lecturer in English Literature at the University of 
\crk. She has wntten bools on Elizabeth Bowen, Virginia Woolf and 
Philip Rcth and has edited anthologies of Stevie Smith and of short 
rtu-'es b\ women. The Secret Self She reviews for the Observer and is 
a television bools programme presenter for Channel Four 
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In the hot summer of 1913 (almost ten years after Traffics and 
Discoveries), Kipling was watching army manoeuvres ‘round 
Frensham Ponds at Aldershot’ with his friend from Cape Town 
days, the journalist H A Gwynne He describes the scene m 
his autobiography ' 

Many of the officers had been juniors in the Boer War, known to 
Gwynne, one of the guests, and some to me When the sham fight was 
developing, the day turned blue-hazy, the sky lowered, and the heat 
struck like the Karroo, as one scuttled among the heaths, listening to 
the uncontrolled clang of the musketry fire It came over me that 
anything might be afoot in such weather, pom-poms for instance, half 
heard on a flank, or the ghnt of a helio through a cloud-drift. In short 
I conceived the whole pressure of our dead of the Boer War flickering 
and re-forming as the horizon flickered in the heat; the galloping feet 
of a single horse, and a voice once well-known that passed chanting 
ribaldry along the flank of a crack battalion (‘But Winnie is one of the 
lost - poor dcarl’ was that song, if any remember it or its Singer m 
1900-1901 ) In an interval, while we lay on the grass, I told Gwynne 
what was in my head, and some officers also listened The finale was 
to be manoeuvres abandoned and a humed calhng-ofF of all arms by 

adly frightened Commandants — the men themselves sweating with 
terror though they knew not why 1 


n t ^ le cn d, he did not turn his ‘conception’ into a story it came 
to seem ‘more and more fantastic and absurd, unnecessary and 
ystencaP By the time war broke out he felt it would have 
one no good’, and would have laid him open to approaches 
rom the ‘psychical experiences’ types He gives it as an example 
0 a close shave’, of being told by his ‘Personal Daemon’ when 
not _ t0 tttahe use of an experience 
but this ghost of an unwritten ghost-story is a telling one, 
ar >d it powerfully evokes the strange tensions in Traffics and 
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world Three of his more grossly incompetent men had died, 
and their places had been filled by their betters ’ 14 Inefficiency 
makes you expendable, casts you outside the charmed circle 
where men in the know are getting on with the job, and don’t 
need to have the assumptions behind the work explained A 
sentimental passage m A Fleet in Being (headed ‘Things One 
Takes For Granted’) makes this ideal, with all its bullying, 
pious group chauvinism, \ery clear indeed 


We had a common tradition, one thousand years old, of the things 
one takes for granted A warrant officer said something, and the 
groups melted quietly about some job or other That same caste of 
man — that same type of \ oice — was speaking in the commissariat m 
Burma, in barracks in Rangoon, under double awnings in the Persian 
Crulfi on the Rock at Gibraltar — wherever else y ou please — and the 
same instant obedience, I knew, should follow on that voice And a 
foreigner would never ha\e understood — will nev er understand 1 But I 
understood, as you would have understood had you been there IJ 


We read this belief in the unique British talent for 
government, efficiency and discipline as characteristically late 
mtotian Kipling shared it with Rider Haggard and Joseph 
mberlain and Cecil Rhodes, who held ‘us’ to be ‘the best 
people m the world . with the highest ideals of decency and 
an< ^ hhcTty an< ^ an d the more of the world we 

it, the better it is for humanity 5 1 6 Even Conrad, with his 
^ ^^ erent; tragic sense of the hollowness and greed 
tm erlymg nineteenth -century 7 capitalist colonialism, shared 
P tig’s conviction that the ‘real work’ was being done where 
we was red on the map 17 This professional, administrative 
1 l^°^ m P lre imagined the ‘Pax Bntanmca’, in Jan Morris’s 
and 35 <a ® reat sur S lca l clamp, an elaborate device of joints 
n fattings which, adjusted properly in its straps and trolleys, 
located limb stoutly on the mend ’. 18 
Ut f ° r ^ t ^ lat Traffics and Discoveries noisily endorses this 
f r IOrL> lts nnpenalism is neither smug nor orthodox Though 
fluently misread as such (Orwell, for example, complains 
a it is ‘strange and even disgusting 5 for a writer to ‘identify 
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for expertise, for the technicalities of new inventions guns, 
cars, ships, the electric telegraph, the cinematograph 'Hie 
keynote of the volume is supposed to be ‘The Army of a 
Dream’ (which, as Philip Mason says, anyone else ‘would have 
put in an article m The Times'd 1 ) a vision of England manned 
for war by a permanent, trained, volunteer citizens’ army, where 
‘every man’s capacity for command must be tested to the 
utmost’, and where ‘we’re all m the game’ Being ‘in the game 
is of the essence the ‘I’ of these stones is a privileged observer, 
avid for in-talk and know-how, beside himself with thigh- 
slappmg glee at Petty Officer Pyecroft’s idiosyncratic sea-talk 
and mavenck manoeuvnngs, as much an aficionado of naval 
ways as Hemingway of the bullfight or Surtees of the hunt 
This is what C S Lewis calls ‘the slave of the Inner Ring 1 12 It 
is the Kipling of A Fleet m Being Notes of Two Trips with the 
Channel Squadron (1898), of articles in The Times and speeches 
to the Anglo-Afncan Wnters Oub about the position of the 
Bntish in South Afnca, of a Daily Mail fund-raising poem for 
‘Tommy’ m South Afnca (‘The Absent-Minded Beggar 5 , set to 
music by Sir Arthur Sullivan), of letters to The Complete 
Motorist about the joys of the Locomobile or to the Navy 
League Journal arguing for a standing army The argument was 
to be reiterated in The New Army in Training ( 1915 ), with its 
‘join-now’ peroration ‘What will be the position m years to 
come of the young man who has deliberately elected to out- 
caste himself from this all-embracing brotherhood?’ ‘The 
contemporary bten peasant ’, as John Bayley sardonically puts it, 
might well be repelled by this ‘insistence on the disciplines of 
the pack, their condemnations and retributions’ 13 

But there is more to these stones than brotherhood and 
boyscoutery Certainly Kipling’s idea of Empire, here as ever, 
takes the form of the day’s work’ well done Men must know 
their jobs, be fit to obey or command, sense that they work 
intcrdependently even when, like the mower m Robert Frost’s 
poem, they may appear to be working alone For an example of 
the work ethic at its most ludicrously utihtanan, take the remark 
about Sir James Hawkins, head of the Famine Relief operation 
in William the Conqueror 5 ‘Things were going well with his 
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seek group association that would assuage his anxious search 
for himself 1 21 The paradox is a frequent one in latc-nmctccnth- 
century literature, which is full of splits between daylight and 
night-time selves , 2 2 public society and private nightmare, ethics 
and anarchy Henry James’s terrifying stones ‘The Jolly 
Comer’ and ‘The Beast in the Jungle’, Wilde’s ‘The Portrait of 
Doran Gray’, Stevenson’s ‘Dr Jchyll and Mr Hyde and 
Conrad’s ‘Heart of Darkness’ arc the outstanding examples 
For all his robust musculanty, Kipling belongs here too 
Edmund Wilson finds, more than ever m the stones of this 
period, ‘a lunatic head’ thrusting ‘out of a window of the well- 
bncked facade’ 23 

But the ‘otherness’ in Kipling is not simply split off from 
the safe, loud, public voice it inhabits it Pyccroft is the jaun- 
tiest, most externalized, least profound of all Kipling’s hcro- 
aarrators and South Africa is the setting for some of his most 
bellicose stones, but it is Pyccroft m South Africa who tells, 
without understanding it, the alarming and mysterious story of 
Vickery and Mrs Bathurst, in which the feeling of infinite 
aloneness and estrangement — in Freud’s terms the ‘unheimlich 
“ belies Pyecroft’s homely, confidential narrative manner The 
new Marconi installations add to Kipling’s childlike admiration 
for the Royal Navy, which sets the high-spirited tone for Their 
Lawful Occasions’ and ‘The Bonds of Discipline’ But the 
same fascination with wireless also sparks off a strange, 
dreamlike story in which the narrator sees the spirit of Keats 
transmitted into the soul of a love-lorn tubercular chemist. The 
wiotor-car is the instrument of some of Kipling’s noisiest 
wheezes and japes — the sort where the narrator and his 
oends (though possibly not the reader) end up rolling on the 
Bmiind with mirth, ceasing not ‘tall we had arrived at the 
extremity of exhaustion’ 24 But the car also takes the narrator 
, ee Per and deeper mto England until he reaches the secret 

°use in ‘They’, where he is allowed to find what he has 
lost 


Ridiculous the waste sad time 
Stretching before and after 25 
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himself with the ruling power and not with the opposition’ 19 ), 
Kipling is not a sabre-rattling glorifier or missionary of Empire. 
He is extremely uneasy with, and critical of, unquestioned 
traditions, ruling-class hierarchies, and complacent establish- 
ments His most famous poem, ‘Recessional’, written for the 
Queen’s Diamond Jubilee m 1897 at the height of British 
Imperialist pnde, is a warning reminder of responsibilities, not 
a celebration of glory, and speaks prophetically, m the old ubi 
sunt tradition, of the passing of temporal power 

The tumult and the shouting dies, 

The Captains and the Kings depart 

Events after 1897 all confirmed Kipling’s warning The Boer 
War created a profound disillusionment with the ‘old guard’s’ 
administration and defence of Empire, Kipling’s writings about 
it are all ‘more admonitory than laudatory’ 20 But even setting 
aside, for the moment, Kipling’s anger and uncertainty over 
what the war revealed and led to, his attitude to authority and 
brotherhood is an ambivalent one Part of what makes him 
interesting rather than simply repellent is his admiration for 
irregulars, adventurers, mavericks Admittedly this takes a 
somewhat tedious form in the malapropist Pyecroft, with his 
nb-nudgmg advice to ‘buy an ’am an’ see life’ rather than stay 
with the official fleet and the big guns But Pyecroft, and his 
young lone-ranger captain, and Kurban Sahib fighting his 
personal campaign m ‘A Sahibs’ War’, belong with Stalky and 
Kim, ‘good bad boys , pirates on the side of the angels, craftily 
testing the limits of authority for its own good Of course the 
established methods — as m ‘The Bonds of Discipline’ — have to 
be professionally immaculate before they can be subverted But 
it is the tactics of subversion which most enthral Kipling His 
authorities, like the unfortunate policeman m ‘Steam Tactics’, 
are often the butts, and the charmed circle is outside the establish- 
ment 

And there is a moreprofound, more intriguing split m the 
volume between brp and isolation Angus Wilson 

reads Kipling as a / 1 by the incompatible need ‘to 
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‘They 5 derives its intensely and atypically personal tone from 
the death of Kipling’s seven-year-old daughter Josephine The 
tragedy happened in New York m 1899, when he was himself 
very ill, and it marked the end of the Kiphngs’ American period, 
which had already gone sour m Vermont with a stupid, shameful 
court-case against Kipling’s feckless brother-in-law Edmund 
Wilson attributes to Kipling’s disenchantment with American 
democracy the turning-point m his imaginative career From 
this time, Wilson says, he acquired ‘a generalized hatred of 
those nations, groups and tendencies which stand toward 


the dominating authority m the relationship of challengers or 
victims 26 This is an overly hostile judgement on the later 
work, I think, which doesn’t (for example) allow for the fact 
that Km was written m the late 1890s But it is certainly true 
that after leaving America Kipling solidified his patriotic and 
nationalistic feelings 

These partly attached themselves to the Navy, which had 
welcomed Kipling on board as a distinguished visitor for 
manoeuvres and speed trials with the Channel Fleet m 1897 
and 1898, and partly to Sussex, which he was exploring by 
motor-car - first in an erratic steam-powered Locomobile, then 
m a Lanchcster The ‘chief end’, for him, of this pioneering 
form of transport, was ‘the discovery of England’ 27 He and 
his wife spent the summers of 1900 and 1901 looking for houses 
cy wante to get away from Rottmgdcan, where they had lived 
since 1 97, wit its memories of Josephine and its tourists from 

R? m !n\ n nng ° VCr Wal1 at thc Grcat Man The move to 
historian c ? n ^[ mcc ^ Kipling as a Sussex squire and a 

ot? cr children"? I ° f P °° k ’ S Htl1 ' ln whl <* his two 

and Old Fn^n? 11 ^ E,S1C ’ Were pla y ed b Y Dan and Una, 

Weald and the MaTsh^Tthf ^ and , Strcam of 
book to be published after TrafficZdD^nT ^ “ 
These elements were all fed into the stones of the penod 
but the most powerful influence was, of course Ae Boer War 

which began only a few months after thc Kiphngs left Amenca’ 
Kipling s first visit to South Af«Vo 1 j u P b „ /i ^ nen f a 

deeper connections wiA it u ^ CCn m but his 

cuons with it began in Ae winter of 1897-8, when 
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he met Milner and Rhodes and visited the township of 
Bulawayo m Rhodes’s new province In October 1900, soon 
after the war started, the Kiphngs went back to Cape Town 
That winter, Kipling visited military hospitals, gave his services 
(at the invitation of the Commander-in-Chief, Lord Roberts) 
to an army newspaper, The Friend , at Bloemfontein, and wit- 
nessed an inconclusive battle at Karree Siding and the flight of 
British troops from their defeat at Sanna’s Post The following 
winter the Kiplings were given a house at Cape Town by Cecil 
Rhodes, next door to his own Groote Schuur They spent every 
wmter at The Woolsack until 1908, by which time South Africa 
had become intolerable to them 
The Boer War, in its effects on the British Empire, is 
Kipling’s war no other English writer has ever said so much, so 
influentially, about a national event Kipling’s war poems and 
speeches spoke for, and to, a deep swathe of British feehng 
His influence travelled, too it has been suggested that the 
American government’s refusal to accede to pro-Boer propa- 
ganda and intervene against the British was largely due to 
Kipling’s transatlantic popularity 28 

The war was a head-on clash On one side, Kruger’s extremist 
quest for Boer supremacy, with his apartheid policy against 
the TJitlanders’ (foreigners, mostly British) who had settled in 
the Transvaal during the gold rush of the 1880s, his appeals for 
help to the Kaiser, his importing of arms from Europe and his 
subverting of British loyalty among the Cape Dutch, was a 
profound threat to the Empire On the other side was the 
intransigent British Conservative insistence, embodied in High 
Commissioner Sir Alfred Milner and Prime Minister Joseph 
Chamberlain, on the absolute desirability of British para- 
mountcy in South Africa Rayne Kruger, a South African 
WTiter, sums up the conflict” 

The Boer War was fought because each half of the white community 
in the Transvaal wanted to dominate HostiliUes broke out upon expiry 
of a Boer ultimatum which narrowly preceded one already prepared by 
the British 

The Boers said the war, was for liberty The British said it 
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equality The majority of the inhabitants, who were not white at all, 

earned neither liberty nor equality 

The war was fought with great incompetence by either side tor a 
number of reasons unconnected with nationality this is inevitable in 
every war Men have never yet devised a more wasteful method 01 
settling their differences 29 


Kipling, however, had no doubts about the justice of the 
Conservative position, as his speech of 1898 made clear 


The Boers of the Transvaal consider themselves our masters and our 
bosses we have allowed them to put back the clock throughout the 
whole of South Africa and to make a festering sore . [if] 
rise and cause trouble then would be the time to scoop them out 


He had no time for the Liberal opposition (as voiced by 
Campbell-Bannerman in the House and newspapers such as the 
Manchester Guardian ), which was shouted down at the start by 
vociferous war-fever (and much singing of ‘The Absent- 
Minded Beggar’), but which gained ground dunng the war At 
one extreme the ‘pro-Boers’ argued that the war was a con- 
spiracy of international financiers and Jews trying to keep its 
interests (and its cheap labour) in South Africa, at the other, 
that the Boers had been harassed into issuing an ultimatum by 
an aggressive British policy which intended all along to annex 
the Boer republics, the Transvaal and the Orange Free State 
Kipling thought that ‘liberal “principle” ends . in blood- 
shed’ 3 1 and, though his bellicosity is disagreeable, he was not 
stupid, or wrong, about the Krugerite ambitions 


They want to sweep the English mto the sea, to lick their own nigger 
and to govern South Africa with a gun instead of a ballot box It is 
only the little Englanders in London who say that the Transvaal is 
merely fighting for its independence, but out here both sides realize it 
is a question of which race is to run the country 32 

The Jameson Raid of 1895, a botched attempt to overthrow 
Kruger s regime which made war inevitable, was masterminded 
by two of Kipling’s greatest friends and heroes, Dr Jameson 
character inspired ‘If — ”s prescription for true 
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manhood) and Cecil Rhodes, whose dream of South Africa as 
one of ‘fhe nations’ - ‘Mother Britain’ and her sister colonies, 
South Africa, Canada, Australia and New Zealand, which w ould 
be independent but part of the British Empire — became 
Kipling’s Like Rhodes, Kipling thought the British had a duty, 
and a right, to govern the Afrikaners and to penetrate further 
and further into the continent When peace was proclaimed in 
May 1902, and Kipling’s redoubtable pacifist aunt, Gcorgiana 
Burne-Jones, hung a placard out of her Rottingdean window 
reading 'We ha\ c killed and taken possession’, Kipling protected 
her from the fury of the \ lllagcrs, but was far from endorsing 
her protest In the ensuing years he watched with horror as the 
Boers began to take back South Africa, with Milner withdrawn 
from the ‘reconstruction’ m 1905, Jameson losing his majority' as 
premier of the Cape Colony m 1907, and the Liberals bringing 
in the South African Act in 1909, which set up a Union of 
South Africa under General Botha, and in which, it would 
come to be seen, ‘the British government washed their hands of 
responsibility for the political rights of Africans, Asians and 
coloured people’. 33 Kipling was not much concerned with such 
rights — his attitude to the non-whites of South Africa is 
probably best summed up by ‘Sambo’ the Ethiopian’s accep- 
tance of his lot (‘“Oh, plain black’s best for a nigger’”) in 
‘How the Leopard got his Spots’ (Just So Stones , 1902) This 
imperceptiveness sets his South African work miles apart from 
his Indian stones But he did see, bitterly, what the British had 
left behind them ‘We put them in a position to uphold and 
expand their pnmitive lust for racial domination, and thanked 
God we were “nd of a knave” ’ 34 
Kipling’s reaction to the Impenal ensis was not simply anti- 
Boer As the war progressed, in fact, he developed an admiration 
for the fighting Afrikaners, sentimentally expressed by his 
‘Tommy’ (‘I’ve known a lot 0’ men behave a dam’ sight worse 
than Piet 5 , etc ) His hostility, as his essay of March 1900, ‘The 
Sm of Witchcraft’, and all his South African stones show, was 
directed at the traitors — ‘neutrals’ who secretly supported the 
Boers, foreigners (like the repentant Amencan m ‘The Captive’) 
who sold their services to the wrong side, the slippery Boers 
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who put out white flags and then ambushed you (as m ‘A 
Sahibs’ War’), the renegades in sympathy with the ‘rebs’, like 
Private Copper’s shifty prisoner 

But the treachery was also inside the ‘mother hive’ Kipling’s 
greatest scorn, as in the breezily unfeeling ending of ‘The 
Comprehension of Private Copper’, was for the whmgemg Liber- 
als who saw fit to complain about Kitchener’s scorched earth and 
concentration camps policy, and, still more, for the privileged, 
entrenched ‘old guard’ who had - as m the Crimean War - 
turned out an incompetent and ill-prepared army When the war 
began Kipling proposed an ironic toast to Kruger as ‘the 
Empire-builder’ who had ‘taught the British Empire its re- 
sponsibilities and turned the loafer of the London Streets 
into a man’ 35 As it progressed, it became apparent that the 
‘dress-parade for Armageddon’ was not going smoothly The 
British had lamentably underestimated the Boers, and the early 
defeats m the war, culminating m the ‘Black Week’ at the end 
of 1899, came as a great shock Wherever Kipling wrote about 
it — m The Friend , m letters home, in his autobiography — it is 
apparent that ‘his confidence was sapped [by] the spectacle of 
this mighty Empire struggling desperately to defeat a handful 
of Boer farmers’ 36 

The Boers hit us just as hard and just as often as they knew how, and 
we advanced against ’em as if they were street-noters that we didn’t 
want to hurt They spied on us at their leisure, and when they wanted a 
rest they handed up any old gun and said they’d be loyal subjects Then 
they went to their homes and rested for a week or two, and then they 
went on the warpath again with a new coat and a full stomach 37 

Faced with this sort of humiliating trickery, it was even more 
irritating, m Kipling’s view', that the native Indian army could 
not be roped m to finish off the Boers - since it had been early 
on decided that this was a ‘sahibs’ war’ 

But the sahibs seemed to have gone soft Kipling’s famous 
poems of the time deride the Empire as given up to the adulation 
of ‘the flannelled fools at the wicket or the muddied oafs at 
the goals’, needing to be taught ‘no end of a lesson’ What was 
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needed was a ruthless cleaning out of old stock (as in Below the 

Mill Dam’), and a nation prepared 

each man bom m the Island entered at youth to the game — 

As it were almost cricket, not to be mastered in haste. 

But after trial and labour, by temperance, living chaste . 38 

The tone makes for some rousing verse statements to the nation, 
but it is a dangerous one for fiction ‘The Army of a Dream 
suffers from it most, with its chronically jocular, clubby in- 
formants and its adulatory narrator (‘I rejoice to the marrow of 
my bones thus to be borne along on billows of surging music 
among magnificent men’), drinking m the technical proficiency 
and good morale of a system m which, if you don’t join up, you 
rank with ‘lunatics, women, and minors’ The abusive irony of 
‘Song of the Old Guard’ and ‘Below the Mill Dam’ is prefer- 
able There’s an attractive spitefulness to the characterization 
of the Grey Cat and the Black Rat, Tory parasites lazily clinging 
on to their entrenched privileges And the Mill Wheel’s pastiche 
Domesday-book dead-letter meandenngs, set against the busy, 
forward-pushing bossiness of the utilitarian Waters, makes an 
energetic counterpoint Mechanical parts learning to pull to- 
gether are anthropomorphized more interestingly in ‘The Ship 
That Found Herself, but the smug Mill Wheel, slow to realize 
that it is being used for electricity, not flour, is enjoyably 
pompous ‘I am engaged in the trituration of farinaceous sub- 
stances whose ultimate destination it would be a breach of the 
trust reposed in me to reveal ’ Angus Wilson complains that the 
new forces which clear out this ‘dark, decaying comer’ are 
‘lifeless’ and ‘unfelt ’. 39 I find the story’s ending not so much 
lifeless as brutal Like the Bee Master’s smoking out, m a later 
story, of the ‘mother hive’, which has been infiltrated with 
‘oddities’ and parasites by a waxmoth, the mill-owner blasts his 
comer of Old England with an ‘intolerable white light’ No 
room for ‘oddities’ or dark comers — or spoilt female felines — 
in the new mechanically functioning nation everyone must fall 
in and be a man 

The Boer War stones, with their Punch cartoon, speech- 
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maker’s vehemence, direct this brutality, very unpleasantly, at 
racial degeneracy Private ‘Tommy Atkins’ Copper’s encounter 
with a sneering enemy, who reminds him at once of a half-caste 
m Umballa and an English squire, is meant to equate treachery 
to the mother country with racial impurity C A Bodelson 
suggests that the renegade’s anomalous racial characteristics arc 
used to show that the ‘Uitlanders’ were being racially debased 
and morally degraded by their enforced subservience to the 
Boers and, at the same time, that the Boers in the Transvaal were 
aping the manners of the Master Race 40 It is an indirect and 
awkward way of making a political point What strikes us now is 
not so much the ‘message’, as comprehended by Private Copper, 
about the dangers of Boer supremacy, but the dubious relish 
with which Kipling projects the racial impurity of the renegade, 
who, unlike the solid, loyal Tommy, goes all to pieces when 
captured (‘ ’E screams like a woman!’) The narrator gloats over 
this in the same way as he dwells on the ‘tainted stock’ of the 
treacherous Boer family in ‘A Sahibs’ War’ - the idiot boy, the 
fat woman, the man with a wart Kipling’s imagination takes 
ruthless short-cuts here in order to impose his view of events 
Too many of the characters m these stones have the ‘nght’ 
opinions coming out of their mouths like bubbles the Kentuckian 
in The Captive who accuses his compatriot Zigler of ‘going 
back on the White Man’ all over the world by selling his gun to 
the Boers - ‘you’ll fetch up fighting for Niggers, as the North 
did’, the joker of D Company, Private Copper’s mate, who makes 
short work of liberal outrage at the concentration camps the 
loyal Sikh narrator of ‘A Sahibs’ War’, who is made to comment 
on the waste of horse power, the valour of the colonial troops 
and the ineffectuality of the British campaign This story’ 
though, is rescued by its powerful sense of place Kipling’s 

expcncnceatKarree Siding, with the pom-poms echoing through 

‘the enormous pale landscape’, 41 pays off impressively here 

Upon this wc rode across the valley of stones, and men fired at us 
from the nullah behind the house, and from the hill behind the nullah 
as well as from the roof of the house - so many shots that it sounded 
like a drumming m the hills 
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It is a suitable setting for a ghost In battle ‘A Sahibs War is 
much the best of the war stones The Sikh’s bitter lament for 
his master is feelingly heard, and the Sahib’s ghost comes 
vividly out of the great dark empty landscape, imposing its 
futile legacy of ‘civilized’ white behaviour 
Pyecroft’s jollity appears to be m contrast to the war stones, 
but this is misleading He is no Falstaff, and his stones do not 
embrace the nches of human life as Kiphng seems to have 
wanted them to Pyecroft is bulked out with lingo, and so 
strenuously set up by the narrator’s efforts to persuade us of 
his immensity (‘If it takes me two years, I’ll try’) that he seems 
to have no pnvate nature, no personal ‘selF at all The farces in 
which he stars have a mechanical quality they are exercises in 
seemg how far a crafty technical plot (of travestying the daily 
running of a naval cruiser, or sabotaging the manoeuvres of the 
Fleet) can be taken And the harsh malevolence of the South 
African stones finds its way even into ‘the Urns of Mirth’ M 
de C’s Gallic discomfiture (which preceded Kipling’s later 
love-affair with France ) 42 and the punishing of the police- 
officer — an mfenor class of man — in ‘Steam Tactics’ are 
pursued with Stalkyish relentlessness There is some pleasure 
to be had from the stones as penod pieces ‘Steam Tactics’ is 
excitedly taken up with motoring as a form of dare-devil pioneer- 
ing, and the sea-stones do absorb us into the feel of the pre- 
First World War Navy, with what Kipling calls ‘profligate 
abundance of detail’ 43 The best moments are when this passion 
for thick physical specificity gets out of hand and turns the 
mechanical into something more organic, with a weird life of 
its own So, m ‘Their Lawful Occasions’, the frantic account of 
night-time seasickness on board the torpedo boat almost an- 
thropomorphizes the hostile machinery, and the daunting bulk 
of the great ships looming up out of the fog is felt as ‘an iron 
world palpitating with life’ The big car’s euphoric devouring 
of the English countryside m ‘Steam Tactics’ is good too by 
the time the passengers end up m an outdoor tropical zoo in the 
middle of Sussex, the car itself has come to seem like a greedy 
exotic animal 

In ‘Mrs Bathurst’, Pyecroft is much subdued by what he has 
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to tell, his jargon seems less redundant, more functional (since 
it continually reminds us of the safe world of service, habit an 
camaraderie from which Vickery has cut loose), and is 
knowingness is undermined Pyecroft understands that there is 
more to any story than can be judged by ‘seem’ and hcarin n 
this, Kipling’s most mysterious narrative, everyone sees ana 
hears a separate part, and tries to read what they sec. This ex- 
tends from the narrator’s encompassing interest, to the momen- 
tary ‘reading’ of minor characters hke the cox who tries to 
diagnose his captain’s facial expression, or the inspector or 
railways m the Zambesi who sees the two ‘tramps’ when they 
are stall alive But these several readings do not quite add up 
(much to the annoyance of some commentators 44 ), the elabor- 
ately narrated evidence, which appears to be steadily accum- 
ulating towards an explanation, is collapsed into uncertain 
obscurity Guesses have been made that Mrs Bathurst, in love 
with Vickery, has followed him to England and discovered he 
has a pregnant wife and a daughter, that she has killed herself 
and so is dead (like his ‘lawful’ wife, who has died in childbirth) 


when he sees her on the screen in Cape Town, that it is her 
ghost who joms him at his moment of death, that Vickery has 
plotted but failed to murder his ‘lawful’ wife, that Vickery, as 
the song heard by the narrators, ‘The Honeysuckle and the 
Bee’, implies, is not a murderer but a bigamist, that Mrs Bat- 
hurst is alive when he sees her on the screen and that she 
succeeds in finding 1m m Africa and dying with him or that 
the other tramp, whom everybody m the story'assumc^ to be a 
man, is a random companion for Vickery’s last wanderings, 
placed there only to show that Vickery stood up to attract the 
lightning 45 The last grotesque piece of evidence, Vickerv’s 
set of false teeth, which might have closed the story with a 
‘click’, is not produced after all, but lch hidden m Hooper’s 
waistcoat pocket 

The uncertainty of the story makes an alluring contra t 
most of the rest of Traffics and Discoveries ‘Mrs Bathn J? 
undermines the assertive, vigorous, masculine language n > 
Kipling and his narrators It looks at the start as if lt ls 
the story of men at work in the far reaches of the E mpir ^ 
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railway story, this time, not a ship or car yam It begins and 
ends m a railway siding, and its two crucial scenes are of the 
platform at Paddington station where the Great Western from 
Plymouth has just pulled in, and a railway line m Southern 
Rhodesia The railway invokes, though, not technical mastery 
and imperial advance, but — as John Bayley says — the sense 
of ‘human isolation’ and the ‘vast indifference of the 
world’ 46 As usual in Kipling, the four men talking refer to 
other stones’ than Vickery’s These are all stones, from all 
over the Empire, of misfits and failures, escapees and 
madmen, stones of the casualties of the system, told m the 
aftermath of the Boer, War, m a damaged brake-van, with the 
Cape south-east wand outside blowing up the sand on a shore 
ocked in’ by ‘a circle of dry hills’ Boy Niven’s practical joke, 
ruefully recalled by Pritchard and Pyecroft, sets ‘seven or 
oight able-bodied seamen and mannes’ going round and 
round in pointless circles, on a ‘dirty little outlym’ un- 
m abited island’, looking for a home and a territory that don’t 
exist. Later, one of these men dies of fever, another goes 
native, a third jumps ship m the South Seas Vickery’s de- 
sertion reminds Hooper of other absconders, men who find 
eir way up to Lake Nyasa, where no questions are asked 
e seamen exchange stones of women they’ve known and 
orgotten all over the world’, Pyecroft remembers the 
ma men he’s come across in the service; Hooper’s coda to 
e story speaks of the ‘heaps of tramps’ the radway men have 
E p Cn U P m Rhodesia since the end of the war The margins 
0 e st0r y ar e thus littered with flotsam and jetsam, those 
w o have cut loose from the brotherhood so crucial to the 
^ s ^ ories ’ who must wander the face of the earth with- 
c ^ on &ing anywhere Vickery is the mam subject, but any 
0 ese penpheral stones of estrangement might have been 
Stran ^ e and Fnends’, the title of the ‘biograph’ 

show, only accentuates the unhomehness of the story The 
0n y home we see is Mrs Bathurst’s pub in Auckland, with 
Its ooosistency, its memory of the past, and its domestic 
warmth (mece Ada and the hair-nbbons), which Pntchard 
re ies on finding just as it was, after five years’ absence 
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When Mrs Bathurst leaves it m her search for Vickery she 
becomes a homeless ghost, wandering through time and space 
The discontinuity of the narrative, which is passed from 
teller to teller like a parcel no one quite wants to open, seems to 
set Vickery and Mrs Bathurst outside the course of natural time 
(m which, m due course, Mrs Bathurst would have remained 
and Vickery would have drawn his pension and gone home) 
This is intensified by our not knowing how long Mrs Bathurst 
has been looking for Vickery, or whether she ever found him, 
or how long it is since he has seen her, or even whether she is 
stall alive when he recognizes her on the screen I think this 
uncertainty is essential for the sense of an awful unnatural 
destiny The flickering, repeated sight of Mrs Bathurst as a 
ghost in the machine, coming up to the camera and ‘melting out 
of the picture’, which has to be watched over and over again by 
the obsessed Vickery, is an image for the mechanical, unnatural 
process which takes over both the protagonists Vickery, it has 
been remarked , 47 is hardly characterized at all, except by his 
frantic, repetitious, mechanical reactions to the film, and by his 
ill-fitting teeth, clicking ‘like a Marconi ticker’ But this is 
surely a brilliant strategy All we see of him, and all that is left 
of him, is that mechanically clicking dislocated part* something 
that imitates, but is not, nature, like the film - or like a ghost 
Vickery’s face when he sees Mrs Bathurst looks to Pyecroft like 
a pickled foetus (too strong a detail, this, for the magazine 
readers of the story) When lightning strikes, he and his mys- 
terious watching ‘mate’ are turned from natural bodies into 
fossilized carbon figures Some awful stroke of fate - an obses- 
sional adulterous or bigamous love which neither can solve or 
escape - has struck and ‘locked’ these figures into a state outside 
nature, which is at once fixed and endlessly itinerant, repetitious 
and insoluble Even if the story is not ‘solved’, morally and 
imaginatively its images of mechanical repetition, of guilt and 
haunting, and of the outcasts of Empire, do cohere like the 
nomadic escapees from service to the country (which Kmline: 
regards as ‘natural’), Vickery and Mrs Bathurst have cut loose 
from a natural personal life - home, bed, faith, family, laws - 
and are ‘doom’d for a certain term to walk the night’ * 
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‘Mrs Bathurst’ makes its effects through omission and 
indirection If it feels in this respect like a story by Henry 
James - ‘The Figure m the Carpet’ or ‘The Real Thing’ — then 
*Wireless’ feels much more like a story by Poe It too contains 
an unsolved mystery, but this is packed round with commentary 
and explanation, not left to float loose in the mind The story is 
brilliantly ingenious and atmospheric, one of Kipling's most 
dazzling pieces of craftiness and craftsmanship, but its 
emotions are thin the chemist’s pathetic love is merely a 
technical device, the narrator’s amazement is calculated to arouse 
the reader’s 

Wireless’ tricks us into accepting a bizarre idea which no 
writer but Kipling — except, possibly, Poe, who loved galvanism 
^d telepathy and colourful atmospherics — would have found 
manageable or appealmg An electrician in the back room of his 
uncle s chemist shop m a South Coast town, on a bitterly cold 
January night, has rigged up a Marconi installation (still m its 
'cry early days) and is waiting to receive a wireless signal from 
°ole In the shop, the chemist’s assistant, a consumptive m 
ove with a blowsy girl called Fanny Brand, is given a drink 
concocted by the narrator from the shop’s medicines, and falls 
urto a kind of trance, m which he unconsciously transcribes 
ujes from poems by Keats (whom he has never read), ‘The Eve 
0 t Agnes’ and ‘Ode to a Nightingale’ Meanwhile ‘ “There’s 
something coming through from somewhere, but it isn’t Poole,” ’ 
says the electrician The narrator, who has come to see the 
rcom experiment, instead watches Mr Shaynor’s pheno- 
menal induction’ of Keats, with terror and awe At the end of 
e story, Shaynor rouses from his trance, having just failed to 
reproduce word-for-word the three most ‘magical’ lines from 
c to a Nightingale’, and the electrician says he has been 
Picking up signals between two ships in the Channel (the Navy 
a only just begun to use Marconi), whose transmitters are 
working but whose ‘receivers are out of order’ 

There are some resemblances to an earlier story, ‘The Finest 
tory in the World , where the narrator discovers that a bank 
clerk with literary pretensions is the reincarnation of a Viking 
and a Greek gaUcy slave who ‘speak’ through him (with Long- 
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fellow’s poetry acting as the catalyst) But ‘Wireless’ is not, 
exactly, the story of a reincarnation or a haunting We are not 
so much meant to think that the spirit of Keats, a ghost m the 
machine, is coming from outer space through the Hertzian 
waves into the coherer, and thence into his inferior incarnation, 
Mr Shaynor, rather, that the unique conditions (meticulously 
established) have made possible an astounding parallel between 
electrical induction and poetic inspiration, where ‘Shaynor is 
the receiver that is not rightly tuned’ 48 

The story involves a paradox which is felt m the very manner 
of the telling, at once so busily decoding and so helplessly 
baffled, retiring at last exhausted in the face of what it has 
tried to tell As always in Kipling, there is a passion for the 
secrets of a craft - m this case of three crafts First the narrator 
expresses his enthusiasm for Mr Cashell the chemist’s ‘zealous’ 
craftsmanship, he is evidently allured himself by the ‘romance 
of drugs’, and m the course of the story makes free of the 
apothecary’s shop, like a sorcerer’s apprentice ‘not knowing 
what djinns I should evoke’ His second induction is into the 
craft of wireless, explained to him by young Mr Cashell m 
terms which make the process very clear (Kipling’s pride m 
having mastered it is evident) but which dwell respectfully on 
its magic and mystery “‘I never get over the strangeness of it 
when I work on a sendmg-machine — waves going into space, 
you know ” ’ The third craft is writing Kipling had a theory 
about inspiration He told Rider Haggard that ‘We are only 
telephone wires ’ 49 and in his autobiography he talks of being 
‘possessed’ by his inspiration ‘When your Daemon is m charge, 
do not try to think consciously Drift, wait, and obey ’ J0 But 
the same paradoxical confluence of the involuntary and the 
crafted apphes most of all here What the Daemon sends has to 
be worked at and worked at, as the narrator tells us in his 
knowing footnotes to Shaynor’s unconscious transcriptions 
“‘That’s it That’s how it’s blocked out Go onl Ink it in, 
man Ink it in!”’ Craft and inspiration are played agamst each 
other like science and imagination It looks as if ‘Wireless’ is 
going to be a story m praise of technology But the narrator is 
distracted from his passionate interest m a new scientific dis- 
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covery by the much stranger and more magical activity of the 
human mind 

Though the technical manoeuvnngs of the story are in- 
triguing, ‘Wireless’ is above all a bravura display of atmospheric 
and allusive writing It is full of Keatsian effects ‘The Eve of 
St Agnes’ runs" through it like all the fluid, mobile elements 
which come mto the story coloured water, the east wind, the 
heated drink, blood, incense, the sound of the sea, scent, elec- 
tncity The Keatsian chemist’s shop is a sensation, as Randall 
Jarrell says, ‘One feels after readmg this well, no one ever 
again will have to describe a drugstore ’ 51 
Keats’s anxiety about his own poetry was always that it would 
be too feminine, luxurious and sentimental, too ‘smokeable’, as 
he said of ‘The Eve of St Agnes ’ 52 Shaynor, too, a crude 
version of Keats, is feminized, unmanly sick, daydreaming, 
self-deludmgly m love In his trance his eyes go blank, ‘as wide 
and lustreless as those of a dead hare’ Mrs Bathurst was 
memorable for the ‘bhndish way she had o’ lookin’ ’ In ‘They’, 
the secret world of the children is guarded by a blind woman 
These are the three ‘feminine’ stones of the volume, all of 
which undermine the world of bonded masculine activity That 
bhndness attaches to them all suggests Kipling’s double feeling 
ibout being unmanned It is perilous and terrifying (His own 
sight was very poor, his childhood near-blindness is horrifyingly 
recalled m ‘Baa, Baa, Black Sheep’, and he strikes his hero blind 
m Light that Failed ) But it can also be illuminating and 
consolatory, an alternative, intenonzed form of vision 
All three stones are repetitious protagonists and witnesses 
ave to go through a recurring cycle of actions Vickery’s 
mechanical ‘re-viewing’ of Mrs Bathurst is an unnatural 
n *g tmare of repetition, which has replaced the natural cycle of 
a omesuc life In ‘Wireless’, the induced charge of inspiration 
recurs like repeated waves of electricity, but because the human 
j s not a machine the message it transmits is vanable In 
e y , the process of repetition is ntuahstic and seasonal The 
barrator makes three car journeys, m spnng, summer and 
from the other side of the county’, to the ‘House 
utiful with its blind woman, its butler and its elusive 
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fellow’s poetry acting as the catalyst) But ‘Wireless’ is not, 
exactly, the story of a reincarnation or a haunting We are not 
so much meant to think that the spirit of Keats, a ghost m the 
machine, is coming from outer space through the Hertzian 
waves into the coherer, and thence into his inferior incarnation, 
Mr Shaynor, rather, that the unique conditions (meticulously 
established) have made possible an astounding parallel between 
electrical induction and poetic inspiration, where ‘Shaynor is 
the receiver that is not rightly tuned’ 48 

The story involves a paradox which is felt in the very manner 
of the telling, at once so busily decoding and so helplessly 
baffled, retiring at last exhausted m the face of what it has 
tried to tell As always m Kipling, there is a passion for the 
secrets of a craft — m this case of three crafts First the narrator 
expresses his enthusiasm for Mr Cashcll the chemist’s ‘zealous’ 
craftsmanship, he is evidently allured himself by the ‘romance 
of drugs’, and m the course of the story makes free of the 
apothecary’s shop, like a sorcerer’s apprentice ‘not knowing 
what djmns I should cvol e’ His second induction is into the 
craft of w'ircless, explained to him by young Mr Cashell m 
terms which make the process very clear (Kipling’s pndc in 
having mastered it is evident) but which dwell respectfully on 
its magic and mystery ‘“I never get over the strangeness of it 
when I work on a sending-machine — waves going into space, 
you know The third craft is writing Kipling had a theory 
about inspiration He told Rider Haggard that ‘We arc only 
telephone wires ’ 49 and in his autobiography he talks of being 
‘possessed’ by his inspiration ‘When your Daemon is in charge, 
do not try to think consciously Drift, wait, and obey ’ 50 But 
the same paradoxical confluence of the involuntary and the 
crafted applies most of all here What the Daemon sends has to 
be worked at and worked at, as the narrator tells us in his 
knowing footnotes to Shaynor’s unconscious transcriptions 
‘“That’s it - That’s how it’s blocked out Go on! Ink it in, 
man Ink it m 1 ’” Craft and inspiration are played against each 
other like science and imagination It looks as if ‘Wireless’ is 
going to be a story m praise of technology But the narrator is 
distracted from his passionate interest m a new scientific dis- 

26 



Introduction 

covery by the much stranger and more magical activity of the 
human mind 

Though the technical manoeuvnngs of the story are in- 
triguing, ‘Wireless’ is above all a bravura display of atmospheric 
and allusive writing It is full of Keatsian effects ‘The Eve of 
St Agnes’ runs through it like all the fluid, mobile elements 
which come into the story coloured water, the east wind, the 
heated drink, blood, incense, the sound of the sea, scent, elec- 
tricity The Keatsian chemist’s shop is a sensation, as Randall 
Jarrell says, ‘One feels after reading this well, no one ever 
again will have to describe a drugstore ’ 51 
Keats’s anxiety about his own poetry was always that it would 
be too feminine, luxurious and sentimental, too ‘smokeable’, as 
he said of ‘The Eve of St Agnes’ 52 Shaynor, too, a crude 
version of Keats, is feminized, unmanly sick, daydreaming, 
self-deludingly m love In his trance his eyes go blank, ‘as wide 
and lustreless as those of a dead hare’ Mrs Bathurst was 
memorable for the ‘blindish way she had o’ lookin’ ’ In ‘They’, 
the secret world of the children is guarded by a blind woman 
These are the three ‘feminine’ stones of the volume, all of 
which undermine the world of bonded masculine activity That 
blmdness attaches to them all suggests Kipling’s double feeling 
ibout being unmanned It is perilous and terrifying (His own 
sight was very poor, his childhood near-blindness is horrifyingly 
recalled m ‘Baa, Baa, Black Sheep’, and he strikes his hero bhnd 
,n The Light that Failed ) But it can also be lllurmnatmg and 
consolatory, an alternative, intenonzed form of vision 
All three stones are repetitious protagonists and witnesses 
have to go through a recurring cycle of actions Vickery’s 
mechanical ‘re-viewmg’ of Mrs Bathurst is an unnatural 
nightmare of repetition, which has replaced the natural cycle of 
a domestic life In ‘Wireless’, the induced charge of inspiration 
recurs hke repeated waves of electncity, but because the human 
mmd is not a machme the message it transmits is vanable In 
‘They 5 , the process of repetition is ntuahstic and seasonal The 
narrator makes three car journeys, in spring, summer and 
autumn, ‘from the other side of the county’, to the ‘House 
Beautiful’ with its bhnd woman, its butler and its elusive 
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children He travels through a richly detailed pastoral landscape 
to the romantically idealized Elizabethan house, which is 
defended against the outside world by the ‘crumpled hills that 
interlaced so jealously around it 5 , the ‘veil 5 of woods that con- 
ceals it, the deeply descending grass ride, the yew horsemen 
with their levelled spears, the semicircular screening walls 
On each journey, as in a fairytale, the narrator penetrates 
more deeply On the first visit he is lost, ‘clean out of my 
known marks’, an uncomprehending ‘trespasser’ On the second 
visit he becomes involved in local action, fetching help for a 
sick village child On the third and last visit he is accepted as a 
‘regular’ by the locals, and he enters the house With the woman, 
he explores deep into its passages, as though penetrating the 
‘mysterious heart 5 of the convex mirror on the wall Their 
pursuit of the ever-disappearing children (‘In the failing light a 
door creaked cautiously quick feet through a room beyond 5 ) 
is like Browning’s ‘Love in a Life 5 

But ’tis twilight, you sec, - with such suites to explore. 

Such closets to search, such alcoves to importune! 

The woman sings a verse from a poem by Elizabeth Barrett 
Browning, told by a sick woman remembering the ‘lost bower 5 of 
her childhood, which prefigured all her later losses So the house 
and its secret, which the narrator is only allowed to understand at 
the end of his third and last visit, seems to stand for the hidden 
centre, easily lost, of an innocent, pastoral, feudal Old England, 
which the narrator pictures as ‘the shut island of the North 5 , in 
need of defending, with ‘all the ships of the world bellowing at 
our perilous gates’ The blind w’oman and the narrator have a 
private understanding (they love the children, they both have the 
gift of seeing emotions as ‘colours’) which sets them apart from 
the foreign adult world of ‘brutality 5 

The story r overcomes its almost irresistible tendency to sen- 
timentalize the house and its inhabitants by making the outside 
world impinge The villagers come under the influence of the 
house they know what goes on there, and accept the feudal 
tradition Even the shifty newfangled tenant at the end is driven 
out by the blind woman’s authority and by his fear But the 
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narrator’s car takes him out of and back into the modem w orld — 
usefully, since this may sa\e a sick child 53 His rapid journey 
with the doctor to find a nurse (who is taken out of her protected 
sanctuary m order to be of use) is cron ded w ith ‘cross-sections of 
remote and incomprehensible li\es through which wc raced at 
right angles’, a transverse, speeded-up journey in modem time, 
cutting across the route to the house, which leads out of time 
The quest to the house anticipates Eliot’s Four Quartets, 
which deliberately echoes ‘The}’, not only m the ‘Burnt Norton’ 
scene of the children’s \oices in the garden, but m the idea of a 
journey undertaken to find whaty ou do not knowyou arc seeking 

In order to possess what you do not possess 
You must go b} the waj of dispossession 


And the end of all our exploring 
Will be to armc where we started 
And know the place for the first ume 

The narrator of ‘They’, however, is not allowed to stay m ‘the 
place’ Kiphng obscures the reasons for this (they presumably 
have to do with his distrust of trafficking with the psychic and 
the supernatural), but they bear on the deepest, most central 
idea in his work ‘They’ is a very different story from the 
bellicose South African tales, the naval yams, the affirmations 
of militarism, the male pranks, which fill up most of Traffics 
and Discoveries But those other stones are all dominated by the 
desire to belong to a group, to be accepted, inside, in the know 
The narrator discovers an alternative secret society m ‘They’, 
spiritual, feminine, magic, innocent He learns its pnvate codes, 
just as he learns about naval manoeuvres or wureless telegraphy 
But he cannot belong to it, because, for all Kipling’s strenuous 
efforts to convince us and himself otherwise, he is an outsider, 
and recognizes solitariness as our condition 
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Note on the Text 


Traffics and Discovertes , consisting of eleven stories and eleven 
poems, was published in 1904 by Macmillan & Co in the 
Uniform Edition, and in America by Doublcday, Page & Co 
All the stones had previously appeared m magazines, and six 
had been published m separate editions Subsequent collected 
editions included the Pocket Edition (1908), and the post- 
humous Sussex Edition (1937-9) This text is that of the Uni- 
form Edition of 1904. 
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The Captive j|- 


From the Masjid-al-Aqsa 
of Sayyid Ahmed (Wahabi) 

Not with an outcry to Allah nor anj complaining 
He answered his name at the muster and stood to the chaining 
When the twin anklets w ere mpped on the leg-bars that held 

them, 

He brotherly greeted the armourers stopping to weld them 
Ere the sad dust of the marshalled feet of the chain-gang 

swallowed him, 

Observing him nobl> at case, I alighted and followed him 
Thus W'c had speech by the way, but not touching his sorrow - 
Rather his red Yesterday and his regal Tomorrow, 

Wherein he statclilj moved to the clink of his chains 

unregarded, 

owisc abashed but contented to dnnh of the potion awarded 
a uting aloofly his Fate, he made swift with his story, 
nd the words of his mouth were as slaves spreading carpets 

Embroidered with names of the Djmns - a miraculous 

But tb weaving - 

ne cool and perspicuous eje overbore unbelieving 

0 submitted myself to the limits of rapture — 

^ t ^ 1IS man WC bound, amid captives his capture — 

1 e returned me to earth and the visions departed, 
ut on him be the Peace and the Blessing - for he was 

great-hearted! 
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He that beheveth shall not make haste 

Isaiah 


The guard-boat lay across the mouth of the bathing-pool, her 
crew idly spanking the water with the flat of their oars A red- 
coated militiaman, rifle in hand, sat at the bows, and a petty 
officer at the stern Between the snow-white cutter and the 
flat-topped, honey-coloured rocks on the beach the green water 
was troubled with shrimp-pink prisoners-of-war bathing Behind 
their orderly tin camp and the electric-light poles rose those 
stone-dotted spurs that throw heat on Simonstown Beneath 
them the little Barracouta nodded to the big Gibraltar, and the 
old Penelope , that in ten years has been bachelors’ club, natural 
history museum, kindergarten, and prison, rooted and dug at 
her fixed moorings Far out, a three-funnelled Atlantic trans- 
port with turtle bow and stern waddled m from the deep sea 

Said the sentry, assured of the visitor’s good faith, ‘Talk to 
’em ? You can, to any that speak English You’ll find a lot that 
do ’ 

Here and there earnest groups gathered round ministers of 
the Dutch Reformed Church, who doubtless preached con- 
ciliation, but the majority preferred their bath The God who 
Looks after Small Things had caused the visitor that day to 
receive two weeks’ delayed mails m one from a casual postman, 
and the whole heavy bundle of newspapers, tied with a strap, 
he dangled as bait At the edge of the beach, cross-legged, 
undressed to his sky-blue army shirt, sat a lean, ginger-haired 
man, on guard over a dozen heaps of clothmg His eyes followed 
the incoming Atlantic boat. 

‘Excuse me, Mister,’ he said, without turning (and the speech 
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betrayed his nationality), ‘would you mind keeping away from 
these garments'* I’ve been elected janitor — on the Dutch vote 
The visitor moved over against the barbed-wire fence and 
sat down to his mail At the rustic of the newspaper- wrappers, 
the gingcr-colourcd man turned quickly, the hunger of a press- 
ndden people in his close-set iron-grey eyes 
‘Have you any use for papers' 1 ’ said the visitor 
‘Have I any use' 1 ’ A quick, curved forefinger was already 
snicking off the outer covers ‘Why, that’s the New York 
postmark* Give me the ads at the back of Harper s and 
M‘ Clare's and I’m in touch with God’s Country again* Did you 
know how I was achmg for papers*’ 

The visitor told the tale of the casual postman 
‘Providential*’ said the gingcr-colourcd man, keen as a terrier 
on hts task, ‘both m time and matter Yes* The Scientific 
American yet once more! Oh, it’s good! it’s good!’ His voice 
broke as he pressed his hawk-like nose against the heavily-inked 
patent-specifications at the end ‘Can I keep it* I thank you - 1 
thank you* Why - why — well — well* The American Tyler of all 
things created! Do you subscribe to that?’ 

‘I’m on the free list,’ said the visitor, nodding 
He extended his blue-tanned hand with that air of Oriental 
spaciousness which distinguishes the native-born American, and 
met the visitor’s grasp expertly ‘I can only say that you have 
treated me like a Brother (yes, I’ll take every last one you can 
spare), and if ever — ’ He plucked at the bosom of his shirt 
sha* I forgot I’d no card on me, but my name’s Zigler — 
ughton O Zigler An American* If Ohio’s still in the Union, 
am, Sir But I’m no extreme States’-nghts man I’ve used all 
0 my native country and a few others as I have found occasion, 
now I am the captive of your bow and spear I’m not 
c n g at that. I am not a coerced alien, nor a naturalized 
don ,aS mu k~ ten ^ er ’ nor an adventurer on the instalment plan / 
th° a a ^ er our C° nsu l w hen he comes around, expecting 
na C n: M nCan t0 me out °’ this by the slack of my 
shnr u 5 ^ lr ' ^ a Britisher went into Indian Territory and 
anv 5 UP c surroundings with a Colt automatic (not that she's 
ort of weapon, but I take her for an illustration), he’d be 
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strung up quicker’n a snowflake ’ud melt in hell No ambassador 
of yours ’ud save him I’m my neck ahead on this game, anyway 
That’s how I regard the proposition 

‘Have I gone gunning against the British ? To a certain extent, 
I presume you never heard tell of the Laughton-Ziglcr auto- 
matic two-inch field-gun, with self-feeding hopper, single oil- 
cylinder recoil, and ball-bearing gear throughout? Or Laughtite, 
the new explosive? Absolutely uniform in effect, and one-ninth 
the bulk of any present effete charge - flake, cannonite, cordite, 
troisdorf, cellulose, cocoa, cord, or prism — I don’t care what it 
is Laughote’s immense, so’s the Zigler automatic It’s me It’s 
fifteen years of me You are not a gun-sharp? I am sorry I 
could have surprised you Apart from my gun, my tale don’t 
amount to much of anything I thank you, but I don’t use any 
tobacco you’d be likely to carry Bull Durham? Bull Durham 1 
I take it all back - every last word Bull Durham — here * If ever 
you strike Akron, Ohio, when this fool-war’s over, remember 
you’ve Laughton O Zigler in your vest pocket. Including the 
city of Akron We’ve a little club there , Hell! What’s the 
sense of talking Akron -with no pants? 

‘My gun? For two cents I’d have shipped her to our 
Fihpeens ’Came mighty near it too, but from what I’d read in 
the papers, you can’t trust Agumaldo’s crowd on scientific 
matters Why don’t I offer it to our army? Well, you’ve an 
effete aristocracy running yours, and we’ve a crowd of politi- 
cians The results are practically identical I am not taking any 
U S Army m mine 

‘I went to Amsterdam with her — to this Dutch junta that 
supposes it’s bossing the war I wasn’t brought up to love the 
British for one thing, and for another I knew that if she got in 
her fine work (my gun) I’d stand more chance of receiving an 
unbiassed report from a crowd o’ dam-fool British officers than 
from a hatful of politicians’ nephews doing duty as com- 
missaries and ordnance sharps As I said, I put the brown man 
out of the question That’s the way 1 regarded the proposition 

‘The Dutch in Holland don’t amount to a row of pins Maybe 
I misjudge ’em Maybe they’ve been swindled too often by 
self-seeking adventurers to know a enthusiast when they see 
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him Anyway, they’re slower than the Wrath o’ God But on 
delusions - as to their w innin g out next Thursday week at 9 
am- they are - if I may say so — quite British 
‘I’ll tell you a curious thing, too I fought ’em for ten days 
before I could get the financial side of my game fixed to my 
liking I knew they didn’t believe m the Zigler, but they’d no 
call to be crazy-mean I fixed it — free passage and freight for 
me and the gun to Delagoa Bay, and beyond by steam and rail 
Then I went aboard to see her crated, and there I struck my 
fellow-passengers — all deadheads, same as me Well, Sir, I 
turned in my tracks where I stood and besieged the ticket- 
office, and I said, “Look at here, Van Dunk I’m paying for 
my passage and her room in the hold — every square and cubic 
foot. Guess he knocked down the fare to himself, but I paid 
I paid I wasn’t going to deadhead along o’ that crowd of 
entecostal sweepings ’Twould have hoodooed my gun for all 
time That was the way I regarded the proposition No, Sir, 
they were not pretty company 

/When we struck Pretoria I had a hell-and-a-half of a time 
hymg to interest the Dutch vote in my gun an’ her potentialities 

e ottom was out of things rather much just about that time 

J/tger was praying some and stealing some, and the Hollander 

roun^w 5 ! 05 ! y ° U haven,t an y money you needn’t come 
Uckem » r ° y Was s P endm g his dough on anything except 
th ln k w E T Ur0PC , We WCre both ^ ossI y neglected When I 
With dnm USed t0 , ^ performances m the public streets 
handle CartndgeS) fillln g the hopper and turning the 

I Mush, Sir I’ve made 

Commission^?!! bef ° re Kaffirs ~ naked sons of Ham - m 
‘Did 1 , ip t ? tr ymg to get a holt somewhere 
scientific- W 651)156 exa ^ eratI0n ~ ’tam’t Amencan or 
C ln P p SlttU)g h6re ““ a c led 

Aden’s sigh comm ? dy RooseveIt,s Western tour was a 
‘’Lon^nC P edt ° ^ adve rtising work 
Van Z\l- a k, 6 n/ 115 * Was rescued by a commandant called 

111(1 gun and heM ™7 * W leg Take awa y his hair 

Hc found me and thT^ ? first-class Schenectady bar-keep 
nd 1116 Zl & ler on the veldt (Pretoria wasn’t 
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wholesome at that time), and he annexed me m a somnam- 
bulistic sort o’ way He was dead against the war from the start, 
but, being a Dutchman, he fought a sight better than the rest 
of that “God and the Mauser” outfit Adrian Van Zyl Slept a 
heap in the daytime - and didn’t love niggers I liked him I was 
the only foreigner in his commando The rest was Georgia 
Crackers and Pennsylvania Dutch - with a dash o’ Philadelphia 
lawyer I could tell you things about them would surprise you 
Religion for one thing, women for another, but I don’t know as 
their notions o’ geography weren’t the craziest ’Guess that 
must be some sort of automatic compensation There wasn’t one 
blamed ant-hill m their district they didn’t know and use, but 
the world was flat, they said, and England was a day’s trek 
from Cape Town 

‘They could fight in their own way, and don’t you forget it 
But I guess you will not They fought to kill, and, by what I 
could make out, the British fought to be killed So both parties 
were accommodated 

‘I am the captive of your bow and spear, Sir The position 
has its obligations - on both sides You could not be offensive 
or partisan to me I cannot, for the same reason, be offensive to 
you Therefore I will not give you my opinions on the conduct 
of your war 

‘Anyway, I didn’t take the field as an offensive partisan, but 
as an inventor It was a condition and not a theory that con- 
fronted me (Yes, Sir, I’m a Democrat by conviction, and that 
was one of the best things Grover Cleveland ever got off) 

‘After three months’ trek, old man Van Zyl had his com- 
mando in good shape and refitted off the British, and he 
reckoned he’d wait on a British General of his acquaintance 
that did business on a circuit between Stompiesneuk, Jack- 
halputs, Vrelcgen, and Odendaalstroom, year in and year out 
He was a fixture in that section 

‘“He’s a damn good man,” says Van Zyl “He’s a friend of 
mine He sent m a fine doctor when I was wounded and our 
Hollander doc wanted to cut my leg off Ya, I’ll guess we’ll 
stay with him ” Up to date, me and my Zigler had lived in 
innocuous desuetude owmg to little odds and ends riding out of 
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gear. How in thunder was I to know there wasn’t the ghost of 
an> road in the countn? But raw hide’s cheap and lastin’ I 
guess I’ll make m) next gun a thousand pounds heavier, 
though 

‘Well, Sir, we struck the General on his beat - Vrclcgcn it 
was -and our crowd opened with the usual compliments at two 
thousand )ards Van Z )1 shook himself into his greas) old 
saddle and says, “Now we shall be quite happ) , Mr Ziglcr No 
more trekking Joost twelve miles a da) till the apricots arc 

nnn ^ 


‘Then we hitched on to his outposts, and \cdcttcs, and 
cossack-picquets, or whatever the) was called, and we wandered 
around the \cldt arm in arm like brothers 
‘The wa) we worked lodge was this wa) The General, he 
had his breakfast at 8 45 a m to the tick He might ha\c been a 
Long Island commuter At 8 42 a m I’d go down to the Thirty- 
fourth Street ferry to meet him - I mean I’d see the Zigler into 
position at two thousand (I began at three thousand, but that 
was cold and distant) - and blow him off to two full hoppers — 
eighteen rounds - just as the) were bringing m his coffee If 
his crowd was busy celebrating the anniversary of Waterloo or 
the last royal kid’s birthday, they’d open on me with two guns 
(I U tell )ou about them later on), but if they were disengaged 
they d all stand to their horses and pile on the ironmongery, 
and washers, and typewmters, and fi\ c weeks’ grub, and in half 
an hour they’d sail out after me and the rest of Van Zyl’s boys, 
ying down and firing till 1 1 45 a m or maybe high noon Then 
d go from labour to refreshment, resoommg at 2 p m and 
ttling till tea-time Tuesday and Friday was the General’s 
moving days He’d trek ahead ten or twelve miles, and we’d 
oaf around his flankers and exercise the ponies a piece Some- 
times he’d get hung up m a drift — stalled crossin’ a crick — and 
wed make playful snatches at his wagons First time that 
appened I turned the Ziglcr loose with high hopes, Sir, but 
e old man was well posted on rearguards with a gun to ’em, 
fl nd I had to haul her out with three mules instead o’ six I was 
pretty mad I wasn’t looking for any experts back of the Royal 
nt ish Artillery Otherwise, the game was mostly even He’d 
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lay out three or four of our commando, and we’d gather in foui 
or five of his once a week or thereon One time, I remember, 
’long towards dusk we saw ’em burying five of their boys They 
stood pretty thick around the graves Wc wasn’t more than 
fifteen hundred yards off, but old Van Zyl wouldn’t fire He 
just took off his hat at the proper time He said if you stretched 
a man at his prayers you’d have to hump his bad luck before 
the Throne as well as your own I am inclined to agree with 
him So wc browsed along week m and week out A war-sharp 
might have judged it sort of docile, but for an inventor needing 
practice one day and peace the next for checking his theories, it 
suited Laughton O Zigler 

‘And friendly? Friendly was no word for it We was brothers 
m arms 

‘Why, I knew those two guns of the Royal British Artillery as 
well as I used to know the old Fifth Avenoo stages They might 
have been brothers too 

‘They’d jolt into action, and wiggle around and skid and spit 
and cough and prize ’cmselves back again during our hours of 
bloody battle till I could have wept, Sir, at the spectacle of 
modem white men chained up to these old hand-power, back- 
number, flmt-and-stecl reaping machines One of ’em — I called 
her Baldy - she’d a long white scar all along her barrel — I’d 
made sure of twenty times I knew her crew by sight, but she’d 
come switching and teturmg out of the dust of my shells like - 
like a hen from under a buggy - and she’d dip into a gully, and 
next thing I’d know ’ud be her old nose peeking over the ndge 
sniffin’ for us Her runmn’ mate had two grey mules m the 
lead, and a natural wood wheel re-painted, and a whole raft of 
rope-ends trailin’ around ’J’cver see Tom Reed with his vest 
off, steerin’ Congress through a heat-wave? I’ve been to 
Washington often - too often - filin’ my patents I called her 
Tom Reed We three ’ud play pussy-wants-a-comer all round 
the outposts on off-days — cross-lots through the sage and 
along the mezas till we was short-circuited by canons Oh, it 
was great fun for me and Baldy and Tom Reed! I don’t know 
as we didn’t neglect the legitimate interests of our respective 
commanders sometimes for this ball-play I know I did 
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‘’Long towards the fall the Royal British Artillery grew 
shy - hung back in their breeching sort of — and their shooting 
was way - way off I observed they wasn’t taking any chances, 
not though I acted kitten almost underneath ’em 
‘I mentioned it to Van Zyl, because it struck me I had about 
knocked their Royal British moral endways 
‘“No,” says he, rocking as usual on his pony. “My Captain 
Mankeltow he is sick That is all ” 

‘“So’s your Captain Mankeltow’s guns,” I said “But I’m 
going to make ’em a heap sicker before he gets well ” 

‘“No,” says Van Zyl “He has had the enteric a little Now 
he is better, and he was let out from hospital at Jackhalputs 
Ah, that Mankeltow! He always makes me laugh so I told him 
- long back - at Colesberg, I had a little home for him at 
Nooitgedacht. But he would not come — no! He has been sick, 
and I am sorry ” 

{ How d’you know that?” I says 
‘Why, only today he sends back his love by Johanna Van 
er Merwe, that goes to their doctor for her sick baby’s eyes 
e sends his love, that Mankeltow, and he tells her tell me he 
as a httle garden of roses all ready for me in the Dutch Indies 
mballa He is very funny, my Captain Mankeltow ” 
e Dutch and the English ought to fraternize, Sir They’ve 
, ui, me notlons of humour, to my thinking ’ 
when he gets well,” says Van Zyl, “you look out, Mr 
encaan. He comes back to his guns next Tuesday Then 
“'ey shoot better ” 


as 1 * S ° acc l uaul t e d with the Royal British Artillery 
of c 111311 ^ 3n ^ I knew this Captain Mankeltow by sight, 
was ^ u’ ^^considering what sort of a man with the hoe he 
nmK 1 ou ^ t d done right well against my Zigler But 

nothing epoch-making 

and oH at usual hour I waited on the General, 

didn’t- v, 3n ^ come along with some of the boys Van Zyl 
Inch that^ aroun d die Zigler much as a rule, but this was his 

hclp ln J' aS P ee Hng through his glasses at the camp, and I was 
pepper the General’s sow-belly — just as usual — when 
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he turns to me quick and says, “Almighty! How all these Eng- 
lishmen are liars! You cannot trust one,” he says “Captain 
Mankeltow tells our Johanna he comes not back till Tuesday, 
and today is Friday, and there he is! Almighty* The English are 
all Chamberlains*” 

‘If the old man hadn’t stopped to make political speeches 
he’d have had his supper in a laager that night, I guess I was 
busy attending to Tom Reed at two thousand when Baldy got 
m her fine work on me I saw one sheet of white flame wrapped 
round the hopper, and m the middle of it there was one o’ my 
mules straight on end Nothing out of the way in a mule on 
end, but this mule hadn’t any head I remember it struck me as 
incongruous at the time, and when I’d ciphered it out I was 
doing the Santos-Dumont act without any balloon and my 
motor out of gear Then I got to thinking about Santos-Dumont 
and how much better my new way was Then I thought about 
Professor Langley and the Smithsonian, and wishing I hadn’t 
lied so extravagantly m some of my specifications at Wash- 
ington Then I quit thinking for quite a while, and when I 
resumed my tram of thought I was nude, Sir, m a very stale 
stretcher, and my mouth was full of fine dirt all flavoured with 
Laughtitc 

‘I coughed up that dirt 

‘ “Hullo*” says a man walking beside me “You’ve spoke 
almost in time Have a drink 7 ” 

‘I don’t use rum as a rule, but I did then, because I needed 

it 

‘“What hit us 7 ” I said 

‘“Me,” he said “I got you fair on the hopper as you pulled 
out of that donga, but I’m sorry to say every last round in 
the hopper’s exploded and your gun’s in a shocking state I’m 
real sorry,” he says “I admire your gun, Sir ” 

‘“Are you Captain Mankeltow 7 ” I says 
‘“Yes,” he says “I presoom you’re Mister Zigler Your 
commanding officer told me about you ” 

‘ “Have you gathered m old man Van Zyl 7 ” I said 
‘“Commandant Van Zyl,” he says very stiff, “was most 
unfortunately wounded, but I am glad to say it’s not serious 
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We hope he’ll be able to dme with us tonight; and I feel sure,” 
he says, “the General would be delighted to see you too, though 
he didn’t expect,” he says, “and no one else either, by Jove 1 ” he 
says, and blushed like the British do when they’re embarrassed 
‘I saw him slide an Episcopalian Prayer-book up his sleeve, 
and when I looked over the edge of the stretcher there was 
half-a-dozen enlisted men — privates - had just quit digging 
and was standing to attention by their spades I guess he was 
nght on the General not expecting me to dinner, but it was all 
of a piece with their sloppy British way of doing business Any 
God’s quantity of fuss and flubdub to bury a man, and not an 
ounce of forehandedness in the whole outfit to find out whether 
he was nghtly dead And I am a Congregationalist anyway! 

‘Well, Sir, that was my introduction to the British Army I’d 
write a book about it if anyone would believe me This Captain 
Mankeltow, Royal British Artillery, turned the doctor on me (I 
could write another book about htm) and fixed me up with a 
suit of his own clothes, and fed me canned beef and biscuits, 
and give me a cigar - a Henry Clay and a whisky-and-sparklet 
He was a white man 


Ye-es, by Jove,” he said, dragging out his words like a 
ttnst of molasses, “we’ve all admired your gun and the way 
jou ve worked it. Some of us betted you was a British deserter. 

won a sovereign on that from a yeoman And, by the way,” he 
sa ^ s ( > you’ve disappointed me groom pretty bad.” 

^ Where does your groom come in?” I said 
Oh, he was the yeoman He’s a dam poor groom,” says my 
captain, but he’s a way-up barrister when he’s at home. He’s 
ccn running around the camp with his tongue out, waiting 

0r ‘“iuL^ nCe defending you at the court-martial ” 

4J( 'Vhat court-martial?” I says 

a y° u 35 a deserter from the Artillery You’d have had 
hifn ° p 111 ^° r ^° Ur mone y Anyway, you’d never have been 
0v ^ er wa y you worked your gun Deserter ten times 
fcntlem C ^ ^ ave stuc k out for shooting you like a 

s^Wcll, Sir, nght there it struck me at the pit of my stomach — 
0 stckish, sweetish feeling — that my position needed 
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regularizing pretty bad I ought to have been a naturalized 
burgher of a year’s standing, but Ohio’s my State, and I 
wouldn’t have gone back on her for a desertful of Dutchmen 
That and my enthoosiasm as an inventor had led me to the 
existing crisis, but I couldn’t expect this Captain Mankeltow to 
regard the proposition that way There I sat, the rankest breed 
of unreconstructed American citizen, caught red-handed 
squirting hell at the British Army for months on end I tell yo«, 
Sir, I wished I was m Cmcinnatah that summer evening I’d 
have compromised on Brooklyn 

‘“What d’you do about aliens?” I said, and the dirt I’d 
coughed up seemed all back of my tongue again 

‘“Oh,” says he, “we don’t do much of anything They’re 
about all the society we get I’m a bit of a pro-Boer myself,” he 
says, “but between you and me the average Boer ain’t over and 
above intellectual You’re the first American we’ve met up 
with, but of course you’re a burgher ” 

‘It was what I ought to have been if I’d had the sense of a 
common tick, but the way he drawled it out made me mad 
‘ “Of course I am not,” I says “Would you be a naturalized 
Boer?” 

‘“I’m fighting against ’em,” he says, lighting a cigarette, 
“but it’s a matter of opinion ” 

‘“Well,” I says, “you can hold any blame opinion you choose, 
but I’m a white man, and my present intention is to die in that 
colour ” 

‘He laughed one of those big, thick-ended, British laughs 
that don’t lead anywhere, and whacked up some sort of com- 
pliment about America that made me mad all through 

‘I am the captive of your bow and spear, Sir, but I do not 
understand the alleged British joke It is depressing 

‘I was introdooccd to five or six officers that evening, and 
every blame one of ’em grinned and asked me why I wasn’t m 
the Fihpccns suppressing our war' And that was British 
humour' They all had to get it off their chests before they’d 
talk sense But they was sound on the Zigler They had all 
admired her I made out a fairy-story of me being wearied of 
the war, and having pushed the gun at them these last three 
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months in the hope they’d capture it and let me go home That 
tickled ’em to death They made me say it three times over, and 
laughed like kids each time But half the British are kids, 
specially the older men My Captain Mankcltow was less of it 
than the others He talked about the Ziglcr like a lover, Sir, and 
I drew him diagrams of the hopper-feed and recoil-cylinder in 
his note-book He asked the one British question I was waiting 
for, “Hadn’t I made my working-parts too light?” The British 
think weight’s strength 

‘At last — I’d been shy of opening the subject before — at last 
I said, “Gentlemen, you are the unprejudiced tribunal I vc 
been hunting after I guess you ain’t interested m any other 
gun-factor}', and politics don’t w r eigh with you How did it feel 
your end of the game 5 * What’s my gun done, anyway?” 

‘“I hate to disappoint you,” says Captain Mankeltow, “be- 
cause I know how you feel as an inventor ” I wasn’t feeling like 
an inventor just then I felt friendly, but the British haven’t 
more tact than you can pick up with a knife out of a plate of 
soup 

‘“The honest truth,” he says, “is that you’ve wounded 
about ten of us one way and another, killed two battery horses 
and four mules, and — oh, yes,” he said, “you’ve bagged five 
Kaffirs But, buck up,” he says, “we’ve all had mighty close 
calls” — shaves, he called ’em, I remember “Look at my 
pants ” 

‘They was repaired right across the seat with Minneapolis 
flour-bagging I could see the stencil 

“‘I ain’t bluffing,” he says “Get the hospital returns, Doc 
‘The doctor gets ’em and reads ’em out under the proper 
dates That doctor alone was worth the price of admission 
‘I was pleased right through that I hadn’t killed any of these 
cheerful kids, but none the less I couldn’t help thinking that a 
few more Kaffirs would have served me just as well for 
advertising purposes as white men No, Sir Anywhichway you 
regard the proposition, twenty-one casualties after months of 
elose friendship hke ours was — paltry 

‘They gave me taffy about the gun — the British use taffy 
where we use sugar It’s cheaper, and gets there just the same 
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They sat around and proved to me that my gun was too good, 
too uniform - shot as close as a Mannheher rifle 

‘Says one hid chewing a bit of grass “I counted eight of 
your shells, Sir, burst in a radius of ten feet All of ’em would 
have gone through one waggon-tilt. It was beautiful,” he says 
“It was too good ” 

‘I shouldn’t wonder if the boys were right My Laughtitc is 
too mathematically uniform m propelling power Yes, she was 
too good for this refractory fool of a country The training-gear 
was broke, too, and we had to swivel her around by the trail But 
I’ll build my next Ziglcr fifteen hundred pounds heavier Might 
work m a gasoline motor under the axles I must think that up 

‘“Well, gentlemen,” I said, “I’d hate to have been the death 
of any of you, and if a prisoner can deed away his property, I’d 
love to present the Captain here with what he’s seen fit to leave 
of my Zigler ” 

‘ “Thanks awf ’ly,” says my Captain “I’d like her very much 
She’d look fine in the mess at Woolwich That is, if you don’t 
mmd, Mr Zigler ” 

“‘Go right ahead,” I says “I’ve come out of all the mess 
I’ve any use for, but she’ll do to spread the light among the 
Royal British Artillery ” 

‘I tell you. Sir, there’s not much of anything the matter with 
the Royal British Artillery They’re brainy men languishing 
under an effete system which, when you take good holt of it, is 
England - just all England ’Times I’d feel I was talking with 
real live citizens, and times I’d feel I’d struck the Beef-eaters m 
the Tower 

‘How ? Well, this way I was telling my Captain Mankcltow 
what Van Zyl had said about the British being all Chamberlains 
when the old man saw him back from hospital four days ahead 
of time 

“‘Oh, dam it all!” he says, as serious as the Supreme Court 
“It’s too bad,” he says “Johanna must have misunderstood me, 
or else I’ve got the wrong Dutch word for these blarsted days 
of the week I told Johanna I’d be out on Friday The woman’s a 
fool Oah, da-am it all*” he says “I wouldn’t have sold old Van 
Zyl a pup like that,” he says “I’ll hunt him up and apologize.” 
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‘He must have fixed it all right, for when we sailed over to 
the General’s dinner my Captain had Van Zyl about half-full 
of sherry and bitters, as happy as a clam The boys all called 
him Adrian, and treated him bhe their prodigal father He’d 
been hit on the collar-bone by a wad of shrapnel, and his arm 
was tied up 

‘But the General was the peach I presume you’re acquainted 
with the average run of British generals, but this was my first I 
sat on his left hand, and he talked like — like the Ladies' Home 
journal ’J’ever read that paper? It’s refined, Sir — and in- 
nocuous, and full of nickel-plated sentiments guaranteed to 
improve the mmd He was it He began by a Lydia Pmkham 
heart-to-heart talk about my health, and hoped the boys had 
done me well, and that I was enjoying my stay in their midst. 
Then he thanked me for the interesting and valuable lessons 
that I’d given his crowd — specially in the matter of placing 
artillery and rearguard attacks He’d wipe his long thin mous- 
tache between drinks — lime-juice and water he used — and blat 
off into a long “a-aah”, and ladle out more taffy for me or old 
man Van Zyl on his right. I told him how I’d had my first 
Pisgah-sight of the principles of the Zigler when I was a fourth- 
class postmaster on a star-route in Arkansas I told him how I’d 
worked it up by instalments when I was machinist in Waterbury, 
where the dollar-watches come from He had one on his wrist 
men I told him how Fd met Zalinski (he’d never heard of 
Zalinski!) when I was an extra clerk in the Naval Construction 
ureau at Washington I told him how my uncle, who was a 
^ruck-farmer in Noo Jersey (he loaned money on mortgage too, 
or ten acres am’t enough now in Noo Jersey), how he’d willed 
me a quarter of a million dollars, because I was the only one of 
°ur km that called him down when he used to come home with 
h ar ^ _ci< ^ er J a S on him and heave ox-bows at his nieces I told 
im how I’d turned m every red cent on the Zigler, and I told 
un the whole circus of my coming out with her, and so on, and 
S0 0 owm £> and every forty seconds he’d wipe his moustache 
an lat, ‘How interesting Really, now ? How interesting ” 
j_j j Was hke bemg in an old English book, Sir Like Bracebrtdge 
a But an Amen can wrote thatl I kept peeking around for 
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the Boar’s Head and the Rosemary and Magna Charta and the 
Cricket on the Hearth, and the rest of the outfit Then Van Zyl 
whirled in He was no ways jagged, but thawed - thawed, Sir, 
and among friends They began discussing previous scraps all 
along the old man’s beat — about sixty of ’em - as well as side- 
shows with other generals and columns Van Zyl told ’im of a 
big beat he’d worked on a column a week or so before I’d 
joined him He demonstrated his strategy with forks on the 
table 

‘“There 1 ” said the General, when he’d finished “That 
proves my contention to the hilt Maybe I’m a bit of a pro- 
Boer, but I stick to it,” he says, “that under proper officers, 
with due regard to his race prejudices, the Boer ’ud make the 
finest mounted infantry m the Empire Adrian,” he says, 
“jou’rc simply squandered on a cattle-run You ought to be at 
the Staff College with Dc Wcl” 

‘“You catch De Wet and I come to your Staff College - eh,” 
says Adrian, laughing “But you are so slow, Gcneraal Why arc 
you so slow? For a month,” he says, “you do so well and strong 
that we say we shall hands-up and come back to our farms 
Then you send to England and make us a present of two — 
three — six hundred young men, with rifles and wagons and rum 
and tobacco, and such a great lot of cartridges, that our young 
men put up their tails and start all over again If you hold an ox 
by the horn and hit him by the bottom he runs round and 
round He never goes anywhere So, too, this war goes round 
and round You know that, Gcneraal'” 

‘“Quite right, Adrian,” says the General, “but you must 
believe your Bible ” 

‘ “Hooh!” says Adrian, and reaches for the whisky I’ve never 
known a Dutchman a professing Atheist, but some few have 
been rather active Agnostics since the British sat down m 
Pretoria Old man Van Zyl — he told me — had soured on 
religion after Bloemfontein surrendered He was a Free Stater 
for one thing 

‘“He thatbelieveth,” says the General, “shall not make haste 
That’s m Isaiah We believe we’re going to win, and so we 
don’t make haste As far as I’m concerned I’d like this war to 
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last another fi\e years We’d have an army then It’s just this 
way, Mr Zigler,” he says, “our people arc brim-full of pat- 
riotism, but they’ve been bom and brought up between houses, 
and England ain’t big enough to train ’em - not if } ou expect to 
preserve ” 

“‘Preserve what?” I says “England 5 ” 

‘“No The game,” he says, “and that reminds me, gentlemen, 
we haven’t drunk the King and Fox-hunting ” 

‘So they drank the King and Fox-hunting I drank the King 
because there’s something about Eduard that tickles me (he’s 
so blame British), but I rather stood out on the Fox-hunting 
I’ve ridden wolves in the cattle-country, and needed a drink 
pretty bad afterwards, but it never struck me as I ought to 
dnnk about it - he-red-it-anly 

“‘No, as I was saying, Mr Zigler,” he goes on, “we have to 
tram our men in the field to shoot and ride I allow six months 
for it; but many column-commanders - not that I ought to say 
a word against ’em, for they’re the best fellows that ever 
stepped, and most of ’em are my dearest friends - seem to 
thmk that if they have men and horses and guns they can take 
tea with the Boers It’s generally the other way about, ain’t it, 
Mr Zigler’” 

‘“To some extent, Sir,” I said 

‘“I’m so glad you agree with me,” he says “My command 
here I regard as a training depot, and you, if I may say so, have 
been one of my most efficient instructors I mature my men 
slowly but thoroughly First I put ’em m a town which is liable 
to be attacked by night, where they can attend riding-school in 
the day Then I use ’em with a convoy, and last I put ’em into a 
column It takes time,” he says, “but I flatter myself that any 
men who have worked under me are at least grounded in the 
rudiments of their profession Adrian,” he says, “was there 
anything wrong with the men who upset Van Besters’ apple- 
cart last month when he was trying to cross the fine to jom 
Piper with those horses he’d stole from Gabbitas?” 

“‘No, Generaal,” says Van Zyl “Your men got the horses 
back and eleven dead, and Van Besters, he ran to Delarey in his 
shirt They was very good, those men They shoot hard ” 

5 1 



Traffics and Discoveries 

ill So pleased to hear you say so I laid ’em down at the 
beginning of this century - a 1900 vintage You remember ’em, 
Mankcltow ? ” he says “The Central Middlesex Buncho Busters 
— clerks and floor-walkers mostly,” and he wiped his moustache 
“It was just the same with the Liverpool Buckjumpers, but 
they were stevedores Let’s sec - they were a last-century draft, 
weren’t they ? They did well after nine months You know ’em, 
Van ZyP You didn’t get much change out of ’em at Poot- 
fontein' 1 ” 

‘“No,” says Van Zyl “At Pootfontcin I lost my son 
Andnes ” 

‘ “I beg your pardon, Commandant,” says the General, and 
the rest of the crowd sort of cooed over Adrian 

‘ “Excoosc,” says Adrian “It was all right They were good 
men those, but it is just what I say Some arc so dam good we 
want to hands-up, and some arc so dam bad, we say, ‘Take the 
Vierklcur into Cape Town ’ It is not upright of you, Gcneraal 
It is not upright of you at all I do not think you ever wish this 
war to finish ” 

‘“It’s a first-class dress-parade for Armageddon,” says the 
General “With luck, we ought to run half a million men 
through the mill Why, we might even be able to give our 
Native Army a look m Oh, not here, of course, Adrian, but 
down in the Colony - say a camp-of-excrcisc at Worcester You 
mustn’t be prejudiced, Adrian I’ve commanded a district in 
India, and I give you my word the native troops are splendid 
men ” 

“‘Oh, I should not mmd them at Worcester,” says Adrian 
“I would sell you forage for them at Worcester — yes, and Paarl 
and Stellenbosch, but Almighty!” he says, “must I stay with 
Cronje till you have taught half a million of these stupid boys 
to nde? I shall be an old man ” 

‘Well, Sir, then and there they began arguing whether St 
Helena would suit Adrian's health as well as some other places 
they knew about, and fixing up letters of introduction to Dukes 
and Lords of their acquaintance, so’s Van Zyl should be well 
looked after We own a fair-sized block of real estate — America 
does — but it made me sickish to hear this crowd fluttering 
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round the Atlas (oh yes, they had an Atlas), and choosing stray 
continents for Adrian to drink his coffee in The old man 
allowed he didn’t want to roost with Cronjc, because one of 
Cronje’s kin had jumped one of his farms after Paardebcrg I 
forget the rights of the case, but it was interesting They decided 
on a place called Umballa m India, because there was a first- 
class doctor there 

‘So Adrian was fixed to drink the King and Fox-hunting, 
and study up the Native Army m India (I’d like to see ’em 
myself), till the British General had taught the male white 
citizens of Great Britain how to nde Don’t misunderstand me, 
Sir I loved that General After ten minutes I loved him, and I 
wanted to laugh at him; but at the same time, sitting there and 
hearing him talk about the centuries, I tell you, Sir, it scared 
me It scared me cold 1 He admitted everything - he acknow- 
ledged the com before you spoke — he was more pleased to hear 
that his men had been used to wipe the veldt with than I was 
when I knocked out Tom Reed’s two lead-horses — and he sat 
back and blew smoke through his nose and matured his men 
like agars and — he talked of the everlastm’ centuries 1 
‘I went to bed nearer nervous prostration than I’d come m a 
long tune Next morning me and Captain Mankeltow fixed up 
what his shrapnel had left of my Ziglcr for transport to the 
railroad She went m on her own wheels, and I stencilled her 

Royal Artillery Mess, Woolwich”, on the muzzle, and he said 
he d be grateful if I’d take charge of her to Cape Town, and 
hand her over to a man m the Ordnance there “How are you 
fixed financially? You’ll need some money on the way home,” 
be says at last 


‘For one thing, Cap,” I said, “I’m not a poor man, and for 
another I’m not going home I am the captive of your bow and 
s P^ r I decline to resign office ” 

Skittles!” he says (that was a great word of his), “you’ll 
akc parole, and go back to America and invent another Zigler, 
a txi ^ e heavier in the working-parts — I would We’ve got more 
P^ners than we know what to do with as it is,” he says 
ou II only be an additional expense to me as a taxpayer 
bmk of Schedule D,” he says, “and take parole ” 
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, ‘“So pleased to hear you say so I laid ’em down at the 
imng of this century - a 1900 vintage You remember ’em, 
^^■kow?” he says “The Central Middlesex Buncho Busters 
floor-walkers mostly,” and he wiped his moustache 
as just the same with the Liverpool Buckjumpers, but 
iey were stevedores Let’s see — they were a last-century draft, 
weren’t they ? They did well after nine months You know ’em, 
Van Zyl? You didn’t get much change out of ’em at Poot- 
fontcin ? ” 

‘“No,” says Van Zyl “At Pootfontem I lost my son 
Andnes ” 


‘“I beg your pardon, Commandant,” says the General, and 
the rest of the crowd sort of cooed over Adrian 

‘ “Excoose,” says Adrian “It was all right They were good 
men those, but it is just what I say Some arc so dam good we 
want to hands-up, and some are so dam bad, we say, ‘Take the 
Vierkleur into Cape Town ’ It is not upright of you, Gcneraal 
It is not upright of you at all I do not think you ever wish this 
war to finish ” 

‘“It’s a first-class dress-parade for Armageddon,” says the 
General “With luck, we ought to run half a million men 
through the mill Why, we might even be able to give our 
Native Army a look in Oh, not here, of course, Adrian, but 
down in the Colony — say a camp-of-exercise at Worcester You 
mustn’t be prejudiced, Adrian I’ve commanded a district in 
India, and I give you my word the native troops are splendid 
men ” 

‘ “Oh, I should not mind them at Worcester,” says Adrian 
“I would sell you forage for them at Worcester — yes, and Paarl 
and Stellenbosch, but Almighty!” he says, “must I stay with 
Cronje till you have taught half a million of these stupid boys 
to ride ? I shall be an old man ” 

‘Well, Sir, then and there they began arguing whether St 
Helena would suit Adrian's health as well as some other places 
they knew about, and fixing up letters of introduction to Dukes 
and Lords of their acquaintance, so’s Van Zyl should be well 
looked after We own a fair-sized block of real estate — America 
does - but it made me sickish to hear this crowd fluttering 
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round the Atlas (oh yes, they had an Atlas), and choosing stray 
continents for Adrian to drink his coffee m The old man 
allowed he didn’t want to roost with Cronje, because one of 
Cronje’s kin had jumped one of his farms after Paardeberg I 
forget the rights of the case, but it was interesting They decided 
on a place called Umballa m India, because there was a first- 
class doctor there 

‘So Adrian was fixed to drink the King and Fox-hunting, 
and study up the Native Army in India (I’d like to see ’em 
myself), tall the British General had taught the male white 
citizens of Great Britain how to nde Don’t misunderstand me, 
Sir I loved that General After ten minutes I loved him, and I 
wanted to laugh at him, but at the same time, sitting there and 
hearing him talk about the centuries, I tell ) ou, Sir, it scared 
me It scared me cold' He admitted everything - he acknow- 
ledged the com before you spoke - he was more pleased to hear 
that his men had been used to wipe the veldt with than I was 
when I knocked out Tom Reed’s two lead-horses - and he sat 
back and blew smoke through his nose and matured his men 
like cigars and — he talked of the everlastin’ centuries! 

‘I went to bed nearer nervous prostration than I’d come in a 
long time Next morning me and Captain Mankeltow fixed up 
what his shrapnel had left of my Zigler for transport to the 
railroad She went in on her own wheels, and I stencilled her 
“Royal Artillery Mess, Woolwich”, on the muzzle, and he said 
he’d be grateful if I’d take charge of her to Cape Town, and 
hand her over to a man in the Ordnance there “How are you 
fixed financially' 1 You’ll need some money on the way home,” 
he says at last 

‘“For one thing, Cap,” I said, “I’m not a poor man, and for 
another I’m not going home I am the captive of your bow and 
spear I decline to resign office ” 

‘ “Skittles'” he says (that was a great word of his), “you’ll 
take parole, and go back to America and mvent another Zigler, 
a trifle heavier m the working-parts — I would We’ve got more 
prisoners than we know what to do with as it is,” he says 
“You’ll only be an additional expense to me as a taxpayer 
Think of Schedule D,” he says, “and take parole ” 

53 



Traffics and Discoveries 

‘“I don’t know anything about your tariffs,” I said, “but 
when I get to Cape Town I write home for money, and I turn 
m every cent my board’ll cost your country to any ten-century- 
old department that’s been ordained to take it smce William the 
Conqueror came along ” 

‘“But, confound you for a thick-headed mule,” he says, 
“this war ain’t any more than just started! Do you mean to tell 
me you’re going to play prisoner till it’s over?” 

‘ “That’s about the size of it,” I says, “if an Englishman and 
an American could ever understand each other ” 

“‘But, m Heaven’s Holy Name, why ? ” he says, sitting down 
of a heap on an ant-hill 

‘“Well, Cap,” I says, “I don’t pretend to follow your ways 
of thought, and I can’t see why you abuse your position to 
persecute a poor prisoner o’ war on Au'” 

“‘My dear fellow,” he began, throwing up his hands and 
blushing, “I’ll apologize ” 

“‘But if you insist,” I says, “there arc just one and a half 
things m this world I can’t do The odd half don’t matter here, 
but taking parole, and going home, and being interviewed by 
the boys, and giving lectures on my single-handed campaign 
against the hereditary enemies of my beloved country happens 
to be the one We’ll let it go at that, Cap ” 

“‘But it’ll bore you to death,” he says The British are a heap 
more afraid of what they call bemg bored than of dying, I’ve 
noticed 

“‘I’ll survive,” I says, “I ain’t British I can think,” I 
says 

‘“By God,” he says, coming up to me, and extending the 
right hand of fellowship, “you ought to be English, Ziglcr!” 

‘It’s no good getting mad at a compliment like that The 
English all do it They’re a crazy breed When they don’t know 
you they freeze up tighter’n the St Lawrence When they do, 
they go out like an ice-jam m April Up till we prisoners left — 
four days - my Captain Mankeltow told me pretty much all 
about himself there was, his mother and sisters, and his bad 
brother that was a trooper m some Colonial corps, and how his 
father didn’t get on with him, and — well, everything, as I’ve 
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‘Then I hauled him back into the car, I judged he’d had a fit 
But life’s curious - and sudden - and mixed I hadn’t any more 
use for a reb than Van Zyl, and I knew something of the lies 
they’d fed us up with from the Colony for a year and more I 
told the minister to pull his freight out of that, and went on 
with my lunch, when another man come along and shook hands 
with Van Zyl He’d known him at close range m the Kimberley 
siege and before Van Zyl was well seen by his neighbours, I 
judge As soon as this other man opened his mouth I said, 
“You’re Kentucky, ain’t you ? ” “I am,” he says, “and what may 
you be?” I told him right off, for I was pleased to hear good 
United States in any man’s mouth, but he whipped his hands 
behind him and said, “I’m not knowing any man that fights for 
a Tammany Dutchman But I presoom you’ve been well paid, 
you dam gun-runnm’ Yank ” 

‘Well, Sir, I wasn’t looking for that, and it near knocked me 
over, while old man Van Zyl started m to explain 

“‘Don’t you waste your breath, Mister Van Zyl,” the man 
says “I know this breed The South’s full of ’em ” Then he 
whirls round on me and says, “Look at here, you Yank A little 
think like a King’s neither here nor there, but what you've 
done," he says, “is to go back on the White Man m six places at 
once - two hemispheres and four continents - America, 
England, Canada, Australia, New Zealand, and South Africa 
Don’t open your head,” he says “You know right well if you’d 
been caught at this game m our country you’d have been jigghng 
m the bight of a lariat before you could reach for your natur- 
alization papers Go on and prosper,” he says, “and you’ll fetch 
up by fighting for niggers, as the North did ” And he threw me 
half-a-crown — English money 

‘Sir, I do not regard the proposition m that light, but I guess I 
must have been somewhat shook by the explosion They told 
me at Cape Town one nb was driven in on to my lungs I am 
not adducing this as an excuse, but the cold God’s truth of the 
matter is - the money on the floor did it I give up and 
cried Put my head down and cried 

‘I dream about this still sometimes He didn’t know the 
circumstances, but I dream about it. And it’s Hell! 
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‘How do you regard the proposition — as a Brother? If you’d 
invented your own gun, and spent fifty-seven thousand dollars 
on her — and had paid your own expenses from the word “go”? 
An American citizen has a right to choose his own side in an 
unpleasantness, and Van Zyl wasn’t any Krugente . and I’d 
risked my hide at my own expense I got that man’s address 
from Van Zyl, he was a mining man at Kimberley, and I wrote 
him the facts But he never answered Guess he thought I lied 
. Damned Southern rebel! 

‘Oh, say Did I tell you my Captain gave me a letter to an 
English Lord m Cape Town, and he fixed things so’s I could 
he up a piece in his house' 1 1 was pretty sick, and threw up some 
blood from where the nb had gouged into the lung — here This 
Lord was a crank on guns, and he took charge of the Zigler He 
had his knife into the British system as much as any American 
He said he wanted revolution, and not reform, m your army 
He said the British soldier had failed m every pomt except 
courage. He said England needed a Monroe Doctrine worse 
than America — a new doctrine, barring out all the Continent, 
and stncdy devoting herself to developing her own Colonies 
He said he’d abolish half the Foreign Office, and take all the 
old hereditary families clean out of it, because, he said, they 
was expressly trained to fool around with continental diplomats, 
and to despise the Colonies His own family wasn’t more than 
six hundred years old He was a very bramy man, and a good 
citizen We talked politics and inventions together when my 
lung let up on me 

‘Did he know my General? Yes He knew ’em all Called ’em 
Teddie and Gussie and Willie They was all of the very best, 
and all his dearest friends, but he told me confidentially they 
was none of ’em fit to command a column m the field He said 
they were too fond of advertising Generals don’t seem very 
different from actors or doctors or — yes, Sir — inventors 
He fixed things for me lovelily at Simonstown Had the 

Jggcst sort of pull — even for a Lord At first they treated me 
as a harmless lunatic, but after a while I got ’em to let me keep 
some of their books If I was left alone m the world with the 
British system of book-keepmg, I’d reconstruct the whole Bnt- 
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ish Empire — beginning with the Army Yes, I’m one of their 
most trusted accountants, and I’m paid for it As much as a 
dollar a day I keep that I’ve earned it, and I deduct it from the 
cost of my board When the war’s over I’m going to pay up the 
balance to the British Government Yes, Sir, that’s how I regard 
the proposition 

‘Adrian? Oh, he left for Umballa four months back He told 
me he was going to apply to join the National Scouts if the war 
didn’t end in a year ’Tisn’t m nature for one Dutchman to 
shoot another, but if Adrian ever meets up with Steyn there’ll 
be an exception to the rule Ye-es, when the war’s over it’ll take 
some of the British Army to protect Steyn from his fellow- 
patriots But the war won’t be over yet a while He that beheveth 
don’t hurry, as Isaiah says The ministers and the school- 
teachers and the rebs ’ll have a war all to themselves long after 
the north is quiet 

‘I’m pleased with this country — it’s big Not so many folk on 
the ground as m America There’s a boom coming sure I’ve 
talked it over with Adrian, and I guess I shall buy a farm 
somewhere near Bloemfontein and start m cattle-raising It’s 
big and peaceful - a ten-thousand-acre farm I could go on 
inventing there, too I’ll sell my Zigler, I guess I’ll offer the 
patent rights to the British Government, and if they do the 
“reelly-now-how-mteresting” act over her, I’ll turn her over to 
Captain Mankeltow and his friend the Lord They’ll pretty 
quick find some Gussie, or Teddie, or Algie who can get her 
accepted m the proper quarters I’m beginning to know my 
English 

‘And now I’ll go m swimming, and read the papers after 
lunch I haven’t had such a good time since Willie died ’ 

He pulled the blue shut over his head as the bathers returned 
to their piles of clothing, and, speaking through the folds, 
added 

‘But if you want to realize your assets, you should lease the 
whole proposition to America for ninety-nine years ’ 
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Poseidon’s Law 

When the robust and brass-bound man commissioned first for 

sea 

His fragile raft, Poseidon laughed, and, ‘Manner,’ said he, 

‘Behold, a Law immutable I lay on thee and thine. 

That never shall ye act or tell a falsehood at my shnne 

‘Let Zeus adjudge your landward ki n , whose votive meal and 

salt 

At easy-cheated altars win oblivion for the fault, 

But ye the unhoodwinked waves shall test — the immediate 

gulfs condemn — 

Unless ye owe the Fates a jest, be slow to jest with them 

‘Ye shall not dear by Greekly speech, nor cozen from your path 
The twinkling shoal, the leeward beach, and Hadna’s 

white-lipped wrath. 

Nor tempt with painted cloth for wood my fraud-avenging 

hosts. 

Nor make at all or all make good your bulwarks and your 

boasts 

‘Now and henceforward serve unshod through wet and wakeful 

shifts, 

A present and oppressive God, but take, to aid, my gifts — 

The wide and windward-opened eye, the large and lavish hand, 
The soul that cannot tell a lie — except upon the land!’ 

In dromond and in catafract - wet, wakeful, windward-eyed - 
He kept Poseidon’s Law intact (his ship and freight beside), 
But, once discharged the dromond’s hold, the btreme beached 

Splendaciously mendacious rolled the brass-bound man^re^ 
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The thramte now and thalamitc are pressures low and hieh 
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As literature, it is beneath contempt It concerns the endurance, 
armament, turning-circle, and inner gear of every ship in the 
British Navy — the whole embellished with profile plates The 
Teuton approaches the matter with pagan thoroughness, the 
Muscovite runs him close, but the Gaul, ever an artist, breaks 
enclosure to study the morale, at the present day, of the British 
sailorman 

In this, I conceive, he is from time to time aided by the 
zealous amateur, though I find very little in his dispositions to 
show that he relies on that amateur’s hard-won information 
There exists — unlike some other publication, it is not bound m 
lead boards - a work by one ‘M de C based on the absolutely 
unadorned performances of one of our well-known Acolyte 
type of cruisers It contains nothing that did not happen It 
covers a period of two days, runs to twenty-seven pages of large 
type exclusive of appendices, and carries as many exclamation 
points as the average Dumas novel 
I read it with care, from the adorably finished prologue — it 
!s the disgrace of our Navy that we cannot produce a com- 
nussioned officer capable of writing one page of lyric prose — 
to the eloquent, the joyful, the impassioned end, and my first 
notion was that I had been cheated In this sort of book- 
collecting you will see how entirely the bibliophile lies at the 
mercy of his agent. 

M de C I read, opened his campaign by stowing away in 
one of her boats what time H M S Archimandrite lay off 
unchal ‘M de C ’ was, always on behalf of his country, a 

deira Portuguese fleeing from the conscription They dis- 
covered him eighty miles at sea and bade him assist the cook 
° ar this seemed fairly reasonable Next day, thanks to his 
t i ° mC P 0wer an d his ingratiating address, he was promoted 
0 the rank of ‘supernumerary captain’s servant’ — a ‘post 
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which,’ I give his words, ‘I flatter myself, was created for me 
alone, and furnished me with opportunities unequalled for a 
task in which one word malapropos would have been my de- 
struction ’ 

From this point onward, earth and water between them held 
no marvels like to those ‘M de C ’ had ‘envisaged’ — if I 
translate him correctly It became clear to me that ‘M de C ’ 
was either a pyramidal liar, or 

I was not acquainted with any officer, seaman, or marine in the 
Archimandrite , but instinct told me I could not go far wrong if 
I took a third-class ticket to Plymouth 

I gathered information on the way from a leading stoker, two 
seaman-gunners, and an odd hand in a torpedo factory They 
courteously set my feet on the right path, and that led me 
through the alleys of Devonport to a public-house not fifty 
yards from the water We drank with the proprietor, a huge, 
yellowish man called Tom Wessels, and when my guides had 
departed, I asked if he could produce any warrant or petty 
officer of the Archimandrite 

‘The Bedlamite , d’you mean — ’er last commission, when they 
all went crazy?’ 

‘Shouldn’t wonder,’ I replied ‘Fetch me a sample and I’ll 
see ’ 

‘You’ll excuse me, o’ course, but — what d’you want ’im forV 

‘I want to make him drunk I want to make you drunk — if 
you like I want to make him drunk here ’ 

‘Spoke very ’andsome I’ll do what I can ’ He went out 
towards the water that lapped at the foot of the street I gathered 
from the pot-boy that he was a person of influence beyond 
Admirals 

In a few minutes I heard the noise of an advancing crowd, 
and the voice of Mr Wessels 

‘ ’E only wants to make you drunk at ’is expense Dessay ’e’ll 
stand you all a drink Come up an’ look at ’im ’E don’t bite ’ 

A square man, with remarkable eyes, entered at the head of 
six large bluejackets Behind them gathered a contingent of 
hopeful free-dnnkers 


The Bonds of Discipline 

°E’s the only one I could get Transferred to the Postulant 
six months back. I found ’im quite accidental * Mr Wessels 
beamed 

‘I’m in charge o’ the cutter Our wardroom is dinin’ on the 
beach en masse They won’t be home till morrun’,’ said the 
square man with the remarkable eyes 
‘Are you an Archimandrite ? ’ I demanded. 

‘That’s me I was, as you might say ’ 

‘Hold on I’m a Archimandrite ’ A Red Marine with moist eyes 
tried to climb on the table ‘Was you lookin’ for a Bedlamite ? 
I’ve — I’ve been invalided, an’ what with that, an’ visitin’ my 
family ’ome at Lewes, per’aps I’ve come late ’Ave P’ 

‘You’ve ’ad all that’s good for you,’ said Tom Wessels, as the 
Red Marine sat cross-legged on the floor 

‘There are those ’oo haven’t ’ad a thing yet!’ cried a voice by 
the door. 

‘I will take this Archimandrite ,’ I said, ‘and this Marine Will 
you please give the boat’s crew a dnnh now, and another in half 
an hour if - if Mr — ’ 

‘Pyecroft,’ said the square man ‘Emanuel Pyecroft, second- 
class petty-officer.’ 

Mr Pyecroft doesn’t object' 1 ’ 

‘He don’t. Clear out. Goldin’, you picket the hill by yourself, 
throwrn’ out a skirmishm’-line m ample time to let me know 
when Number One’s comm’ down from his vittles ’ 

The crowd dissolved We passed into the quiet of the inner 
bar, the Red Marine zealously leading the way. 

‘And what do you drink, Mr PyecrofP’ I said 
‘Only water Warm water, with a little whisky an’ sugar an’ 
per’aps a lemon ’ 

‘Mine’s beer,’ said the Marine ‘It always was ’ 

Took ’ere. Glass You take an’ go to sleep The picket’ll be 
comm’ for you m a httle time, an’ per’aps you’ll ’ave slep’ it off 
by then What’s your ship, now?’ said Mr Wessels 

‘The Ship o’ State — most important?’ said the Red Marine 
magnificently, and shut his eyes 

‘That’s right,’ said Mr Pyecroft. ‘He’s safest where he is 
An’ now — here’s santy to us all! — what d’you want o’ me ? ’ 
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‘I want to read you something ’ 

‘Tracts again 1 ’ said the Marine, never opening his eyes ‘Well 
I’m game A little more ’ead to it, miss, please ’ 

‘He thinks Vs dnnkm’ - lucky beggar!’ said Mr Pyccroft 
‘I’m agreeable to be read to ’Twon’t alter my convictions I 
may as well tell you beforehand I’m a Plymouth Brother ’ 

He composed his face with the air of one in the dentist’s 
chair, and I began at the third page of ‘M de C ’. 

‘ “At the moment of asphyxiation , for 1 had hidden myself under 
the boat's cover, I heard footsteps upon the superstructure and 
coughed with empress” - coughed loudly, Mr Pyccroft “By 
this time I judged the vessel to be sufficiently far from land A 
number of sailors extricated me amid language appropriate to 
their national brutality I responded that I named myself Anto- 
nio, and that I sought to save myself from the Portuguese 
conscription " 

‘Hoi’ said Mr Pyccroft, and the fashion of his countenance 
changed Then pensively ‘Ther beggar! What might you have 
m your hand there?’ 

‘It’s the story of Antonio - a stowaway in the Archimandrite's 
cutter A French spy when he’s at home, I fancy What do you 
know about it ? ’ 

‘An’ I thought it was tracts! An’ yet somc’ow I didn’t ’ Mr 
Pyccroft nodded his head wondenngly ‘Our old man was quite 
right - so was ’Op — so was I Ere, Glass!’ He kicked the 
Marine ‘Here’s our Antonio ’as written a impromptu book! He 
was a spy all right ’ 

The Red Marine turned slightly, speaking with the awful 
precision of the half-drunk ‘’As ’e got anythin’ m about my 
’omble death an’ execution? E xcuse me, but if I open my eyes, 
I shan’t be well That’s where I’m different from all other 
men Ahem!’ 

‘What about Glass’s execution'” demanded Pyecroft 

‘The book’s in French,’ I replied 

‘Then it’s no good to me ’ 

‘Precisely Now I want you to tell your story just as it 
happened I’ll check it by this book Take a agar I know about 
his being dragged out of the cutter What I want to know is 
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what was the meaning of all the other things, because they’re 
unusual"’ 

‘They were,’ said Mr Pyecroft with emphasis ‘Lookin’ back 
on it as I set here more an’ more I see what an ’lghly unusual 
affair it was But it happened It transpired m the Archimandrite 
— the ship you can trust Antonio* Ther beggar!’ 

‘Take your time, Mr Pyecroft ’ 

In a few moments we came to it thus - 
‘The old man was displeased I don’t deny he was quite a 
htde displeased With the mail-boats trottm’ mto Madeira every 
twenty minutes, he didn’t see why a lop-eared Portugee had to 
take liberties with a man-o’-war’s first cutter Any’ow, we 
couldn’t turn ship round for him We drew him out and took 
him to our Number One “Drown ’im,” ’e says “Drown ’im 
before ’e dirties my fine new decks ” But our owner was tender- 
hearted “Take him to the galley,” ’e says “Boil ’imi Skin ’iml 
Cook ’iml Cut ’is bloomin’ hair! Take ’is bloomin’ number* 
We’ll have him executed at Ascension ” 

‘Retalhck, our chief cook, an’ a Carth’hc, was the on’y one 
any way near grateful, bein’ short-’anded m the galley He 
annexes the blighter by the left ear an’ right foot an’ sets him to 
work peelin' potatoes So then, this Antonio that was avoidin' 
the conscription — ’ 

‘•Subscription, you pink-eyed matlowP said the Marine, with 
the face of a stone Buddha, and whimpered sadly ‘Pye don’t 
see any fun m it at all ’ 

‘Conscription — come to his illegitimate sphere in Her 
Majesty’s Navy,, an’ it was just then that Old ’Op, our Yeoman 
of Signals, an’ a fastidious joker, made remarks to me about ’is 
hands 

‘“Those ’ands,” says ’Op, “properly considered, never done 
a day’s honest labour m their life Tell me those hands belong 
to a blighted Portugee manual labourist, and I won’t call you a 
bar, but I’ll say you an’ the Admiralty are pretty much unique 
m your statements ” ’Op was always a fastidious joker — m his 
language as much as anything else He pursued ’is investigations 
with the eye of an ’awk outside the galley He knew better than 
to advance line-head against Retalhck, so he attacked ong eshlong, 
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speakin’ his remarks as much as possible into the breech of the 
starboard four point seven, an’ ’ummin’ to ’lmsclf Our chief 
cook ’ated ’ummin’ “What’s the matter of your bowels?” he 
says at last, fistin’ out the mess-pork agitated like 

‘ “Don’t mind me,” says ’Op “I’m only a mildewed buntin’- 
tosser,” ’c says “but speakm’ for my mess, I do hope,” ’c says, 
“you ain’t gom’ to boil your Portugec friend’s boots along o’ 
that pork you’re smcllm’ so gay!” 

‘“Boots! Boots! Boots!” says Rctalhck, an’ he run round 
like a earwig in a alder-stalk “Boots m the galley,” ’e says 
“Cook’s mate, cast out an’ abolish this cutter-cuddlm’ abon- 
gtne’s boots!”’ 

‘They was hove overboard m quick time, an’ that was what 
’Op was lyin’ to for As subsequently transpired 

‘ “Fine Arab arch to that cutter-cuddlcr’s hinstep,” he says to 
me “Run your eye over it, Pyc,” ’e says “Nails all present an’ 
correct,” ’e says “Bunion on the little toe, too,” ’c says, “which 
comes from wearin’ a tight boot What do you think 1 *” 

‘ “Dook in trouble, per’aps,” I says “He ain’t got the hang 
of spud-skinmn’ ” No more he ’ad ’E was simply cannibalizin’ 
’em 

‘“I want to know what ’e ’as got the ’ang of,” says ’Op, 
obstructed-like “Watch ’im,” ’e says “These shoulders were 
forcign-drilled somewhere ” 

‘When it comes to “Down ’ammicks!” which is our naval 
way o’ gom’ to bye-bye, I took particular trouble over Antonio, 
’oo had ’is ’ammick ’ove at ’im with general instructions to slmg 
it an’ be sugared In the ensuin’ mclly I pioneered him to the 
after-’atch, which is a orifice communicatin’ with the after-flat 
an’ similar suites of apartments He havin’ navigated at three- 
fifths power lmmejit ahead o’ me, / wasn’t gom’ to volunteer 
any assistance, nor he didn’t need it 

‘“Mong Jew!” says ’e, sniffin’ round Aji’ twice more, 
“Mong Jew!” — which is pure French Then he slings ’is 
’ammick, nips m, an’ coils down “Not bad for a Portugee 
conscript,” I says to myself, casts off the tow, abandons him, 
and reports to ’Op 

‘About three minutes later I’m ovcr’aulcd by our sub-loot- 
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enant, navigatin’ under forced draught, with his beann’s ’eated 
’E had the temerity to say I’d instructed our Antonio to sling 
his carcass in the alleyway, an’ ’e was peevish about it O’ 
course, I prevaricated like ’ell You get to do that m the service 
Nevertheless, to oblige Mr Ducane, I went an’ readjusted 
Antonio You may not ’ave ascertained that there are two ways 
o’ conun’ out of an ’ammick when it’s cut down Antonio came 
out t’other way — slidin’ ’andsome to his feet That showed me 
two things First, ’e had been in an ’ammick before, an’ next, he 
hadn’t been asleep Then I reproached ’im for gom’ to bed 
where ’e’d been told to go, mstead o’ standin’ by till someone 
gave him entirely contradictor}' orders Which is the essence o’ 
naval discipline 

‘In the middle o’ this argument the Gunner protrudes his 
ram-bow from ’is cabin, an’ brings it all to an ’umed conclusion 
with some remarks suitable to ’is piebald warrant-rank Navi- 
gatin’ thence under easy steam, an’ leavin’ Antonio to re-slmg 
his little foreign self, my large flat foot comes in detonatin’ 
contact with a small objec’ on the deck Not ’altm’ for the 
obstacle, nor changin’ step, I shuffles it along under the ball of 
the big toe to the foot o’ the hatchway, when, lightly stoopin’, I 
catch it m my right hand and continue my evolutions in rapid 
time till I eventuates under ’Op’s lee 

‘It was a small moroccer-bound pocket-book, full of inde- 
lible penal writin’ — m French, for I could plainly discern the 
doodeladays, which is about as far as my education runs 

’Op fists it open and peruses ’E’d known an ’arf-caste 
Frenchwoman pretty intricate before he was married, when he 
was trained man m a stinkin’ gunboat up the Saigon River He 
understood a lot o’ French — domestic brands chiefly — the kind 
that isn’t in print 

“Pye,” he says to me, “you’re a tattiaan o’ no mean value I 
am a trifle shady about the precise bearin’ an’ import’ o’ this 
beggar’s private log here,” ’e says, “but it’s evidently a case for 
the owner You’ll ’ave your share o’ the credit,” ’e says 
“‘Nay, nay, Pauline,” I says “You don’t catch Emanuel 
Pyecroft mine-droppm’ under any post-captain’s bows,” I says 
“in search of honour,” I says “I’ve been there oft ” *• 
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‘“Well, if you must, you must,” ’e says, takm’ me up quick 
“But I’ll speak a good word for you, Pyc ” 

‘“You’ll shut your mouth, ’Op,” I says, “or you an’ mc’ll 
part brass-rags The owner has his duties, an’ I have mine We 
will keep station,” I says, “nor seek to deviate ” 

‘“Deviate to blazes!” says ’Op “I’m gom’ to deviate to the 
owner’s comfortable cabin direct ” So he deviated ’ 

Mr Pyccroft leaned forward and dealt the Marine a large- 
pattern Navy kick ‘’Ere, Glass! You was sentry when ’Op went 
to the old man - the first time, with Antonio’s washm’-book 
Tell us what transpired You’re sober You don’t know how 
sober you are*’ 

The Marine cautiously raised his head a few inches As Mr 
Pyccroft said, he was sober - after some R M L I. fashion of his 
own devising ‘ ’Op bounds in like a startled antelopcr, carryin’ ’is 
signal-slate at the ready The old man was settin’ down to ’is 
bountiful platter - not like you an’ me, without anythin’ more m 
sight for an ’ole night an’ ’arf a day Talkin’ about food 
‘No 1 No' No'’ cried Pyccroft, kicking again ‘What about 
’Op ? ’ I thought the Marine’s ribs would have snapped, but he 
merely hiccupped 

‘Oh, ’im! ’E ’ad it written all down on ’is little slate — I think 
— an’ ’c shoves it under the old man’s nose “Shut the door,” 
says ’Op “For ’Eavin’s sake shut the cabin door!” Then the old 
man must ha’ said somethin’ ’bout irons “I’ll put ’em on, Sir, 
m your very presence,” says ’Op, “only ’car my prayer,” or - 
words to that ’feet It was jus’ the same with me when I 
called our Sergeant a bladdcr-belhcd, lard-’cadcd, perspirin’ 
pension-cheater They on’y put on the charge-sheet “words to 
that effect” Spoiled the ’ole ’feet ’ 

‘ ’Op! ’Op! ’Op' What about ’Op?’ thundered PyecrofL 
‘’Op- 1 Oh, shame thing Words t’ that ’feet Door shut 
Nushm’ more transhpired till ’Op comes out — nose exshtreme 
angle plungin’ fire - or words ’that effect Proud’s parrot “Oh, 
you prou’ old parrot,” I says ’ 

Mr Glass seemed to slumber again 

‘Lord! How a little moisture disintegrates, don’t iff When we 
had ship’s theatricals off Vigo, Glass ’ere played Dick Deadeye 
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to the moral, though of course the lower deck wasn’t pleased to 
see a leather-neck interpretin’ a strictly mantime part, as you 
might say It’s only his repartees, which ’e can’t contain, that 
^conquers him Shall I resume my narrative' 1 ’ 

Another drink was brought on this hint, and Mr Pyecroft 
resumed 

‘The essence o’ strategy bein’ forethought, the essence o’ 
tatties is surpnse Per’aps you didn’t know r that? My fore- 
thought ’avin’ secured the initial advantage m attack, it remained 
for the old man to ladle out the surpnse-packets ’Eavens! 
What surprises' That mght he dines with the wardroom, bein’ 
of the land — I’ve told you as we were a ’appy ship ? — that likes 
it, and the wardroom liked, it too This ain’t common in the 
service They had up the new Madeira — awful undisciplined 
stuff which gives you a cordite mouth next morning They told 
the mess-men to navigate towards the extreme an’ remote 
’onzon, an’ they abrogated the sentry about fifteen paces out of 
earshot Then they had m the Gunner, the Bo’sun, an’ the 
Carpenter, an’ stood them large round drinks It all come out 
later - wardroom joints bein’ lower-deck hash, as the saym’ is — 
that our Number One stuck to it that ’e couldn’t trust the ship 
for the job The old man swore ’e could, ’avin’ commanded ’er 
over two years He was right There wasn’t a ship, I don’t care 
in what fleet, could come near the Archimandrites when we give 
our mind to a thing We held the cruiser big-gun records, the 
sailing-cutter (fancy-ng) championship, an’ the challenge-cup 
row round the fleet We ’ad the best nigger minstrels, the best 
football an’ cricket teams, an’ the best squee-jee band of any- 
thing that ever pushed in front of a brace o’ screws An’ yet our 
Number One mistrusted usl ’E said we’d be a floatin’ hell in a 
w r eek, an’ it ’ud take the rest o’ the commission to stop our way 
They was arguin’ it in the wardroom when the bridge reports a 
hght three points off the port bow We overtakes her, switches 
on our search-light, an’ she discloses herself as a collier o’ no 
mean reputation, malun’ about seven knots on ’er lawful occas- 
ions - to the Cape most like 

‘Then the owner — so we ’eard m good time — broke the 
boom, spnngrn’ all mines together at close interval 
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‘“Look ’crc, my jokers,” ’c says (I’m givm’ the grist of ’is 
arguments, remember), “Number One says we can’t enlighten 
this cutter-cuddlin’ Gaulish lootenant on the manners an’ 
customs o’ the Navy without mahm 1 the ship a market-garden 
There’s a lot m that,” ’c says, “specially if we kept it up lavish, 
till we reached Ascension But,” ’c says, “the appearance o’ this 
strange sail has put a totally new aspect on the game We can 
run to just about one day’s amusement for our friend, or else 
what’s the good o’ discipline^ An’ then we can turn ’im over to 
our presumably short-’anded fellow-subject m the small-coal 
line out yonder He’ll be pleased,” says the old man, “an’ so 
will Antonio M’rover,” he says to Number One, “I’ll lay you a 
dozen o’ liquorice an’ ink” - it must ha’ been that new tawny 
port - “that I’ve got a ship I can trust — for one day,” ’c says 
“Wherefore,” he says, “will you have the extreme goodness to 
reduce speed as requisite for kcepm’ a proper distance behind 
this providential tramp till further orders' 1 ” Now, that’s what I 
call tatties 

‘The other manoeuvres developed next day, strictly in 
accordance with the plans as laid down in the wardroom, where 
they sat long an’ steady ’Op whispers to me that Antonio was a 
Number One spy when ’c was in commission, and a French 
lootenant when ’c was paid off, so I navigated at three ’undred 
and ninety-six revolutions to the galley, never ’avm’ kicked a 
lootenant up to date I may as well say that I did not manoeuvre 
against ’im as a Frenchman, because I like Frenchmen, but 
stric’ly on ’is rank an’ ratin’ in ’is own navy I inquired after ’is 
health from Rctallick 

‘ “Don’t ask me,” ’e says, sneerin’ bc’md his silver spectacles 
“’E’s promoted to be captain’s second supernumerary servant, 
to be dressed and addressed as such If ’c docs ’is dootics same 
as he skinned the spuds, / ain’t for changin’ with the old man ” 

‘In the balmy dawnin’ it was given out, all among the ’oly- 
stoncs, by our sub-lootenant, who was a three-way-discharge 
devil, that all orders after eight bells was to be executed in 
inverse ration to the cube o’ the velocity “The reg’lar routine,” 
he says, ‘was arrogated for reasons o’ state an’ policy, an’ any 
flat-foot who presumed to exhibit surprise, annoyance, or amusc- 
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ment, -would be slightly but firmly reproached ” Then the 
Gunner mops up a heathenish large detail for some hanky- 
panky m the magazines, an’ led ’em off along with our Gunnery 
Jack, which is to say, our Gunner) Lootcnant. 

‘That put us on the viva voce — particularly when we under- 
stood how the owner was navigatin' abroad m his sword-belt 
trustin' us like brothers We shifts into the dress o’ the day, an’ 
we musters, an we prays ong reggle , an’ we carries on antici- 
patory to bafflin’ Antonio 

‘Then our Sergeant of Marines come to me wnngin’ his 
’ands an’ weepin’ ’E’d been talkin’ to the sub-lootcnant, an’ it 
looked like as if his upper-works W’crc collapsin’ 

‘“I want a guarantee,” ’e says, wnngin* ’is ’ands like this “7 
'aven’t ’ad sunstroke slave-dhowm’ m Tajurrah Bay, an’ been 
compelled to li\e on quinine an’ chlorodync ever since 7 don’t 
get the horrors off tw o glasses o’ brown sherry ” 

‘“What ’ave you got now' ? ” I says 

“‘7 ain’t an officer,” ’c says “/My sword won’t be handed 
back to me at the end o’ the court-martial on account o’ my 
little weaknesses, an’ no stain on my character I’m only a pore 
beggar of a Red Manne with eighteen years’ service, an’ why 
for,” says he, wnngin’ ’is hands like this all the time, “must I 
chuck away my pension, sub-lootcnant or no sub-lootcnant? 
Look at ’em,” he says, “only look at ’em Marines failin’ in for 
small-arm drill*” 

‘The leather-necks was laym’ aft at the double, an’ a more 
insanitary set of accidents I never wish to behold Most of ’em 
was m their shirts They had their trousers on, of course — 
rolled up nearly to the knee, but what I mean is belts over 
shirts Three or four ’ad our caps, an’ them that had drawn 
helmets wore their chm-straps like Portugee earrings Oh, yes, 
an’ three of ’em ’ad only one boot! I knew what our bafflin’ 
tatties was gom’ to be, but even I was mildly surprised when 
this gay fantasia of B razee drummers halted under the poop, 
because of an ’ammick in charge of our Navigator, an’ a small 
but ’lghly efficient landin’-party 

‘“’Ard astern both screws!” says the Navigator “Room for 
the captain's ’ammick*” The captain’s servant - Cockbum ’is 
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name was - had one end, an’ our newly promoted Antonio, m a 
blue slop ng, ’ad the other They slung it from the muzzle of 
the port poop quick-firer thort-ships to a stanchion Then the 
old man flickered up, smokin’ a cigarette, an’ brought ’is stern 
to an anchor slow an’ oriental 

‘“What a blcssin’ it is, Mr Ducanc,” ’e says to our sub- 
lootenant, “to be out o’ sight o’ the ’ole pack o’ blighted 
admirals! What’s an admiral after all?” ’e says “Why, ’c’s only 
a post-captam with the pip, Mr Ducane The drill will now 
proceed What O! Antonio, descendez an’ get me a spht ” 
‘When Antonio came back with the whisky-an’-soda, he was 
told off to swing the ’amrruck m slow time, an’ that massacritm’ 
small-arm party went on with their oratorio The Sergeant had 
been kindly excused from participatin’, an’ he was jumpin’ 
round on the poop-ladder, stretchm’ ’is leather neck to see the 
disgustin’ exhibition an’ cluckin’ like a ash-hoist A lot of us 
went on the fore-an’-aft bridge an’ watched ’em like “Listen to 
the Band m the Park” All these evolutions, I may as well tell 
you, are highly unusual m the Navy After ten minutes o’ 
muckin’ about, Glass ’ere pity ’e’s so drunk! — says that ’e’d 
had enough exerase for ’is simple needs an’ he wants to go 
’ome Mr Ducane catches him a sanakatowzer of a smite over 
the ’ead with the flat of his sword Down comes Glass’s rifle 
with language to correspond, and he fiddles with the bolt Up 
jumps Maclean - ’oo was a Gosport ’lghlander — an’ lands on 
Glass’s neck, thus brmgin’ him to the deck, fully extended 

‘The old man makes a great show o’ wakin’ up from sweet 
slumbers “Mistah Ducane,” he says, “what is this painful 
interregnum?” or words to that effect Ducanc takes one step 
to the front, an’ salutes “Only ’nothcr case of attempted 
assassination, Sir,” he says 

‘ “Is that alP” says the old man, while Maclean sits on Glass’s 
collar button “Take him away,” ’e says, “he knows the 
penalty ” ’ 

‘Ah! I suppose that is the “mvmable morgue Britannic m the 
presence of brutally provoked mutiny,”’ I muttered, as I turned 
over the pages of M de C 

‘So, Glass, ’e was led off kickin’ an’ squealin', an’ hove down 
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the ladder into ’is Sergeant’s \olupshus arms ’E run Glass 
forward, an’ was all for puttin’ ’im m irons as a maniac 
‘“You refill your watcrjackct and cool ofT!” says Glass, 
sittm’ down rather winded “The trouble with you is you 
haven’t an} imagination ” 

“‘Haven’t P I’ve got the remnants of a little poor authority 
though,” ’c says, lookin’ pretty vinous 

‘“You ’avc ? ” says Glass “Then for pity’s sake ’avc some 
proper fcelin’ too I’m goin’ to be shot this evenin’ You’ll take 
charge o’ the finn’-party ” 

‘“Some’ow or other, that made the Sergeant froth at the 
mouth ’E ’ad no more play to his intellects than a spit-kid ’E 
just took everything as it come Well, that was about all, I think 

Unless you’d care to have me resume my narrative ’ 

We resumed on the old terms, but with rather less hot water. 
The marine on the floor breathed evenly, and Mr Pyccroft 
nodded 

‘I may have omitted to inform you that our Number One 
took a general row' round the situation while the small-arm 
party was at work, an’ o’ course he supplied the outlines, but 
the details we coloured m by oursclv es These vv ere our tatties 
to baffle Antonio It occurs to the Carpenter to ’ave the steam- 
cutter down for repairs ’E gets ’is cheero-party together, an’ 
down she comes You’ve never seen a steam-cutter let down on 
the deck, ’ave you? It’s not usual, an’ she takes a lot o’ hum- 
ourin'. Thus we ’avc the starboard side completely blocked an’ 
the general traffic tricklin’ over’ead along the fore-an’-aft 
bndge Then Chips gets into her an’ begins balin’ out a mess o’ 
small rechonm’s on the deck Simultaneous there come up three 
o’ those dirty engine-room objects which we call “taffies”, an’ a 
stoker or two with orders to repair her steamm’-gadgets They 
get mto her an’ bale out another young Chnstmas-trecful of 
small reckomn’s — brass mostly Simultaneous it hits the Pusser 
that ’e’d better serve out mess pork for the poor matlow These 
things half shifted Retalhck, our chief cook, off ’is bed-plate 
Yes, you might say they broke ’im wide open ’E wasn’t at all 
used to ’em 

‘Number One tells off five or six prime, able-bodied seamen- 
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gunners to the pork barrels You never see pork fisted out of 
its receptacle, ’ave you ? Simultaneous, it hits the Gunner that 
now’s the day an’ now’s the hour for a non-contmuous class in 
Maxim instruction So they all give way together, and the gen- 
eral effect was non plus ultra There was the cutter’s innards 
spread out like a Fratton pawnbroker’s shop, there was the 
“tiffies” hammerin’ m the stem of ’er, an’ they ain’t antiseptic, 
there was the Maxim-class m light skirmishin’ order among the 
pork, an’ forrard the blacksmith had ’is forge m full blast, 
makm’ ’orse-shoes, I suppose Well, that accounts for the 
starboard side The on’y warrant officer ’oo hadn’t a look in so 
far was the Bosun So ’e stated, all out of ’is own ’ead, that 
Chips’s reserve o’ wood an’ timber, which Chips ’ad stole at our 
last refit, needed restowin’ It was on the port booms — a young 
an’ healthy forest of it, for Charley Peace wasn’t to be named 
’Iongside ’o Chips for burglary 

‘ “All right,” says our Number One “You can ’ave the whole 
port watch if you like Hell’s Hell,” ’e says, “an’ when there 
study to improve ” 

‘Jarvis was our Bosun’s name He hunted up the ’ole of the 
port watch by hand, as you might say, callin’ ’em by name loud 
an’ lovin’, which is not precisely Navy makcc-pigeon They ’ad 
that timber-loft off the booms, an’ they dragged it up and 
down like so many sweatin’ little beavers But Jarvis was jeal- 
ous o’ Chips an’ went round the starboard side to envy at 
him 

‘ “Tam’t enough,” ’c says, when he had climbed back “Chips 
’as got his bazaar lookin’ like a coal-hulk in a cyclone We must 
adop’ more drastic measures ” Off ’c goes to Number One and 
communicates with ’im Number One got the old man’s leave, 
on account of our gom’ so slow (we were kccpin’ be’md the 
tramp), to fit the ship with a full set of patent supernumerary 
sails Four trysails - yes, you might call ’em trysails - was our 
Admiralty allowance m the un’eard-of event of a cruiser 
brcakin 1 down, but we had our awnin’s as well They was all 
extricated from the various fiats an’ ’oles where they was stored, 
an at the end o’ two hours’ hard work Number One ’c made 
out eleven sails o’ different sorts and sizes I don’t know what 
exact nature of sail you’d call ’em — pyjama-stun’slcs w'lth a 
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touch of Sarah’s shimmy, per’aps — but the nggm’ of ’em an’ 
all the supernumerary details, as }ou might say, bein’ earned on 
through an’ o\er an’ between the cutter an’ the forge an’ the 
pork an’ cleanin’ guns, an’ the Maxim class an’ the Bosun’s 
calaboose and the paintwork, was sublime There’s no other 
word for it. Sub-lime' 

‘The old man keeps swimmin’ up an’ down through it all 
with the faithful Antonio at ’is side, fctchin’ him numerous 
splits ’E had eight that momm’, an’ when Antonio was detached 
to get ’is spy-glass, or his gloves, or his lily-white ’andkerchicf, 
the old man would waste ’em down a \cnulator Antonio must 
ha’ learned a lot about our Navy thirst ’ 

‘He did ’ 

‘Ah' Would you kindlj mind turnin’ to the precise page 
indicated an’ givin’ me a resume of ’is tatties'” said Mr Pyecroft, 
drinking deeply. ‘I’d like to know ’ow it looked from ’is side o’ 
the deck ’ 

‘How will this do ? ’ I said '“Once clear of the land, like 
Voltaire's Habakkuk ’ 

‘One o’ their new commerce-destroyers, I suppose,’ Mr 
Pyecroft interjected 

‘ “ - each man seemed veritably capable of all — to do according to 
his will The boats, dismantled and forlorn, are lowered upon the 
planking One cries ‘Aid me ’’ flourishing at the same time the 
weapons of his business A dozen launch themselves upon lum in the 
orgasm of zeal misdirected He beats them off with the howlmgs of 
dogs He has lost a hammer This ferocious outcry signifies that 
only. Eight men seek the utensil, colliding on the way with some 
many others which, seated in the stem of the boat, tear up and 
scatter upon the planking the ironwork which impedes their brutal 
efforts Elsewhere, one detaches from on high wood, canvas, iron 
bolts, coal-dust — what do I know 

‘That’s where ’e’s comm’ the bloomin’ onjenew ’E knows a 
lot, reely ’ 

“‘They descend thundering upon the planking, and the spectacle 
cannot reproduce itself In my capacity of valet to the captain, 
whom I have well and beautifully plied with drink since the rising 
of the sun ( behold me also, Ganymede t), I pass throughout 
observing, it may be not a little They ask orders There »s none to 
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give them One sits upon the edge of the vessel and chants inter- 
minably the lugubrious ‘Roule Britannia ’ — to endure how long?”' 

‘That was me* On’y ’twas “A Life on the Ocean Wave” — 
which I hate more than any stmkin’ tune I know, havin’ dragged 
too many nasty little guns to it Yes, Number One told me off 
to that for ten minutes, an’ I ain’t musical, you might say ” 
Then come marines, half-dressed, seeking vainly through this 
'tohu-bohu' ” (that’s one of his names for the Archimandrite , Mr 
Pyecroft) " for a place whence they shall not be dislodged The 
captain, heavy with drink, rolls himself from his hammock He 
would have his people fire the Maxims They demand which 
Maxim That to him is equal The breech-lock indispensable is not 
there They demand it of one who opens a barrel of pork, for this 
Navy feeds at all hours He refers them to the cook, yesterday my 
master — 

‘Yes, an’ Retallick nearly had a fit What a truthful an’ 
observin’ little Antonio we ’ave 1 ’ 

‘“/r is discovered in the hands of a boy who says, and they do 
not rebuke him, that he has found it by hazard ” I’m afraid I 
haven’t translated quite correctly, Mr Pyecroft, but I’ve done 
my best ’ 

‘Why, it’s beautiful — you ought to be a Frenchman — you 
ought You don’t want anything o’ me You’ve got it all there ’ 
Yes, but I like your side of it For instance Here’s a little 
thing I can’t quite see the end of Listen! “Of this domain which 
Britannia rules by sufferance, my gross captain knew nothing, and 
his Navigator, if possible, less From the bestial recriminations and 
the indeterminate chaos of the grand deck, I ascended — always 
with a whisky-and-soda in my hands — to a scene truly grotesque 
Behold, my captain in plain sea, at issue with his Navigator f A 
crisis of nerves due to the enormous quantity of alcohol which he 
had swallowed up to then, has filled for him the ocean with dangers, 
imaginary and fantastic Incapable of judgment, menaced by the 
phantasms of his brain inflamed, he envisages islands perhaps of the 
esperides, beneath his keel — vigias innumerable ” I don’t know 
what a vigia is, Mr Pyecroft “He creates shoals sad and far- 
reaching of the mid-Atlantic!” What was that, now?’ 

Oh, I see! That come after dinner, when our Navigator 
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threw ’is cap down an’ danced on it Danby was quartermaster 
They ’ad a tea-party on the bridge It was the old man’s con- 
tribution Does he say anything about the leadsmen?’ 

‘Is this it? “Overborne by his superior’s causeless suspicion, the 
Navigator took off the badges of his rank and cast them at the feet 
of my captain and sobbed A disgusting and maudlin reconciliation 
followed The argument renewed itself, each grasping the wheel, 
crapulous" (that means drunk, I think, Mr Pyecroft), “shouting 
It appeared that my captain would chenaler" (I don’t know what 
that means, Mr Pyecroft) “to the Cape At the end, he placed a 
sailor with the sound ” (that’s the lead, I think) “in his hand, 
garnished with suet ” Was it garnished with suet ? ’ 

‘He put two leadsmen in the chains, o’ course! He didn’t 
know that there mightn’t be shoals there, ’e said Morgan went 
an’ armed his lead, to enter mto the spirit o’ the thing They 
’eaved it for twenty minutes, but there wasn’t any suet — only 
tallow, o’ course ’ 

Garnished with suet at two thousand metres of profundity 
Decidedly the Britannic Navy ts well guarded ” Well, that’s all 
right, Mr Pyecroft. Would you mind telling me anything else 
of mterest that happened?’ 

‘There was a good deal, one way an’ another I’d like to know 
what this Antonio thought of our sails ’ 

‘He merely says that “the engines having broken down, an 
officer extemporized a mournful and useless parody of sails” Oh, 
yes* he says that some of them looked like “bonnets in a needle- 
case' ”, I think ’ 

‘Bonnets m a needlecase! They were stun’sles That shows 
the beggar’s no sailor That trick was really the one thing we 
did Phol I thought he was a sailorman, an’ ’e hasn’t sense 
enough to see what extemporizin’ eleven good an’ drawin’ sails 
out o’ four trys’les an’ a few awnin’s means ’E must have been 
drunk!’ 

‘Never mind, Mr Pyecroft I want to hear about your target- 
practice, and the execution ’ 

‘Oh! We had a special target-practice that afternoon all for 
Antonio As I told my crew - me bein’ captain of the port-bow 
quick-firer, though I’m a torpedo man now - it just showed 
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how you can work your gun under any discomforts A shell - 
twenty six-inch shells — burstin’ inboard couldn’t ’ave begun to 
make the varicose collection o’ tit-bits which we had spilled on 
our deck It was a lather — a rich, creamy lather! 

‘We took it very easy - that gun-practice We did it in a 
complimentary “Jenny-’avc-another-cup-o’-tea” style, an’ the 
crews was strictly ordered not to rupture ’emselves with un- 
necessary exertion This isn’t our custom m the Navy when 
wc’rc in puns naturaltbus , as you might say But we wasn’t so 
then We was impromptu An’ Antonio was busy fetchm’ splits 
for the old man and the old man was wastin’ ’em down the 
ventilators There must ’ave been four inches m the bilges, I 
should think — wardroom whisky-an’-soda 

‘Then I thought I might as well bear a hand as look pretty 
So I let my bundoop go at fifteen ’undred — sightin’ very 
particular There was a sort of ’appy little belch like — no more, 
I give you my word - an’ the shell trundled out maybe fifty 
feet an’ dropped into the deep Atlantic 

‘“Government powder, Sir 1 ” sings out our Gunnery Jack to 
the bridge, laughin’ horrid sarcastic, an’ then, of course, we all 
laughs, which we are not encouraged to do in puns naturaltbus 
Then, of course, I saw what our Gunnery Jack ’ad been after 
with his subcutaneous details in the magazines all the momin’ 
watch He had rcdooccd the charges to a minimum, as you 
might say But it made me feel a trifle faint an’ sickish not- 
withstanding this spit-m-the-eyc business Every time such 
transpired, our Gunnery Lootenant would say somethin’ sar- 
castic about Government stores, an’ the old man fair howled 
Op was on the bridge with ’im, an’ ’e told me — ’cause he’s a 
frcc-knowledgc-ist an’ reads character - that Antonio’s face 
was sweatin’ with pure joy ’Op wanted to kick him Docs 
Antonio say anything about thari’ 

^ ot ^out the kicking, but he is great on the gun-practice, 
r Pyccroft He has put all the results into a sort of appendix — 
a table of shots He says that the figures will speak more elo- 
quently than words ’ 

‘What? Nothin’ about the way the crews flinched an’ hopped? 
ot m a out the little shells rumblin’ out o’ the guns so casual?’ 

78 



The Bonds of Discipline 

‘There are a few pages of notes, but they only bear out what 
you say. He says that these things always happen as soon as one 
of our ships is out of sight of land Oh, yes! I’ve forgotten He 
says, “From the conversation of my captain with his inferiors I 
gathered that no small proportion of the expense of these nominally 
efficient cartridges finds itself in his pockets So much, indeed, was 
signified by an officer on the deck below, who cried in a high voice 
‘I hope, Sir, you are making something out of it It ts rather 
monotonous ’ This insult, so flagrant, albeit well merited, was 
received with a smile of drunken bonhommy” — that’s cheerfulness, 
Mr Pyecroft. Your glass is empty ’ 

‘Resumin’ afresh,’ said Mr Pyecroft, after a well-watered 
interval, ‘I may as well say that the target-practice occupied us 
two hours, and then we had to dig out after the tramp Then we 
half an’ three-quarters cleaned up the decks an’ mucked about 
as requisite, haulm’ down the patent awmn’ stun’sles which 
Number One ’ad made The old man was a shade doubtful of 
his course, ’cause I ’eard him say to Number One, “You were 
right. A week o’ this would turn the ship into a Hayti bean- 
feast. But,” he says pathetic, “haven’t they backed the band 
noble?” 

‘“Oh! it’s a picnic for them,” says Number One “But when 
do we get nd o’ this whisky-peddlin’ blighter o’ yours, Sir?” 

‘ “That’s a cheerful way to speak of a discount,” says the old 
man “’E’s the bluest blood o’ France when he’s at home ” 
‘“Which is the precise landfall I wish ’im to make,” says 
Number One “It’ll take all ’ands and the Captain of the Head 
to clean up after ’im.” 

‘“They won’t grudge it,” says the old man “Just as soon as 
it’s dusk we’ll overhaul our tramp friend an’ waft him over ” 
‘Then a sno — midshipman — Moorshed was ’is name — came 
up an’ says somethin’ in a low voice It fetches the old man 
‘ “You’ll oblige me,” ’e says, “by takin’ the wardroom poultry 
for that I’ve car-marked every fowl we’ve shipped at Madeira, 
so there can’t be any possible mistake M’rover,” ’e says, “tell 
’em if they spill one drop of blood on the deck,” he says, 
“they’ll not be extenuated, but hung ” 

‘Mr Moorshed goes forward, lookin’ unusual ’appy, even for 
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him The Marines was enjoyin’ a committee-meetm’ in their 
own flat. 

‘After that, it fell dark, with just a little streaky, oily hght on 
the sea — an’ anythin’ more chronic than the Archimandrite I’d 
trouble you to behold She looked like a fancy bazaar and a 
auction-room - yes, she almost looked like a passenger-steamer 
We’d picked up our tramp, an’ was about four mile be’md ’er I 
noticed the wardroom as a class, you might say, was manoeuvrin’ 
en masse , an’ then come the order to cock-bill the yards We 
hadn’t any yards except a couple o’ signalhn’ sticks, but we 
cock-billed ’em I hadn’t seen that sight, not since thirteen 
years in the West Indies, when a post-captain died o’ yellow 
jack It means a sign o’ mournin’, the yards bein’ canted opposite 
ways, to look drunk an’ disorderly They do 

“‘An’ what might our last giddy-go-round signify?” I asks 
of ’Op 

‘ “Good ’Evmsl” ’e says “Are you m the habit o’ permittm’ 
leather-necks to assassinate lootenants every morning at drill 
without immejitly ’avm’ ’em shot on the foc’sle m the horrid 
crawly-crawly twilight 5 ”’ 

‘“Yes,” I murmured over my dear book, “ the infinitely 
lugubrious crepuscule A spectacle of barbarity unparalleled - 
hideous — cold-blooded, and yet touched with appalling grandeur ” ’ 
‘Ho* Was that the way Antonio looked at it? That shows he 
’ad feelm’s To resoom Without anyone givin’ us orders to that 
effect, we began to creep about an’ whisper Things got stiller 
and sailer, all they was as still as — mushrooms! Then the 
bugler let off the “Dead March” from the upper bridge He 
done it to cover the remarks of a cock-bird bein’ killed forrard, 
but it came out paralysin’ m its tout ensemble You never heard 
the “Dead March” on a bugle 5 Then the pipes went twitterin’ 
for both watches to attend public execuaon, an’ we came up 
like so many ghosts, the ’ole ship’s company Why, Mucky 
’Arcourt, one o’ our boys, was that took m he give tongue like a 
beagle-pup, an’ was properly kicked down the ladder for so 
doin’ Well, there we lay — engines stopped, rollin’ to the swell, 
all dark, yards cock-billed, an’ that merry tune yowlin’ from the 
upper bridge Wc fell m on the foc’sle, leavin’ a large open 
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space by the capstan, where our sail-maker was sittm’ sewin’ 
broken firebars into the foot of an old ’ammick ’E looked like a 
corpse, an’ Mucky had another fit o’ hysterics, an’ you could 
’ear us breathin’ ’ard It beat anythin’ m the theatrical line that 
even us Archimandrites had done - an’ we was the ship you 
could trust. Then came the doctor an’ lit a red lamp which he 
used for his photographic muckm’s, an’ chocked it on the 
capstan That was finally gashly! 

‘Then come twelve Marines guardin’ Glass ’ere You 
wouldn’t think to see ’im what a gratooitous an’ aboundin’ 
terror he was that evenin’ ’E was in a white shirt ’e’d stole 
from Cockburn, an’ his regulation trousers, bare-footed ’E’d 
pipe-clayed ’is ’ands an’ face an’ feet an’ as much of his chest 
as the openin’ of his shirt showed ’E marched under escort 
with a firm an’ undeviatm’ step to the capstan, an’ came to 
attention The old man, reinforced by an extra strong split — his 
seventeenth, an’ ’e didn’t throw that down the ventilator — 
come up on the bridge an’ stood like a image ’Op, ’oo was with 
’im, says that ’e heard Antonio’s teeth singin’, not chatterin’ — 
smgm’ like funnel-stays in a typhoon Yes, a moanin’ aeoban 
harp, ’Op said 

‘“When you are ready. Sir, drop your ’andkerchief,” 
Number One whispers 

‘“Good Lord'” says the old man, with a )ump “Eh! What? 
What a sight! What a sight!” an’ he stood dnnkin’ it in, I 
suppose, for quite two mmutes 

Glass never says a word ’E shoved aside an ’andkerchief 
v.hich the sub-lootenant proffered ’im to bind ’is eyes with — 
quiet an’ collected, an’ if we ’adn’t been feelin’ so very much as 
we did feel, his gestures would ’ave brought down the ’ouse ’ 
‘I can’t open my eyes, or I’ll be sick,’ said the Marine with 
appalling clearness ‘I’m pretty far gone — I know it — but there 
wasn’t anyone could ’ave beaten Edwardo Glass, R.M.L I , that 
tune Wh} , I scared myself nearly into the ’orrors Go on, Pye 
Glass is in support — as e\ er.’ 

‘Then the old man drops ’is ’andkerchief, an’ the firm’ party 
fires like one man Glass drops forward, twitchin’ an’ ’eavm’ 
homd natural, into the shotted ’ammick all spread out before 
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’im, and the firin’ party closes in to guard the remains of the 
deceased while Sails is statchm’ it up An’ when they hfted that 
’ammick it was one wnngin’ mess o’ blood! They on’y expended 
one wardroom cock-bird, too Did you know poultry bled that 
extravagant? / never did 

‘The old man — so ’Op told me — stayed on the bridge, 
brought up on a dead centre Number One was similarly, though 
lesser, impressed, but o’ course ’is duty was to think of ’is fine 
white decks an’ the blood “Arf a mo’, Sir,” he says, when the 
old man was for leavin’ “We have to wait for the burial, which 
I am informed takes place immejit ” 

* “It’s beyond me,” says the owner. “There was general in- 
structions for an execution, but I never knew I had such a 
dependable push of mountebanks aboard,” he says “I’m all 
cold up my back, still ” 

‘The Marines earned the corpse below Then the bugle give 
us some more “Dead March” Then we ’card a splash from a 
bow six-pounder port, an’ the bugle struck up a cheerful tune 
The whole lower deck was complimentin’ Glass, ’oo took it 
very meek ’E is a good actor, for all ’e’s a leather-neck 
‘“Now,” said the old man, “we must turn over Antonio 
He’s in what I have ’eard called one perspirin’ funk ” 

‘Of course, I’m tellm’ it slow, but it all ’appened much 
quicker We run down our trampo - without o’ course informin' 
Antonio of ’is ’appy destiny - an’ mquired of ’er if she had any 
use for a free and gratis stowaway Oh, yes! she said she’d be 
highly grateful, but she seemed a shade puzzled at our gener- 
osity, as you might put it, an’ we lay by till she lowered a boat. 
Then Antonio — who was un’appy, distinctly un’appy — was 
politely requested to navigate elsewhere, which I don’t think he 
looked for ’Op was deputed to convey the information, an’ ’Op 
got in one sixteen-mch kick which ’oisted ’im all up the ladder 
’Op ain’t really vindictive, an’ ’e’s fond of the French, especially 
the women, but his chances o’ kicking lootenants was like the 
cartridge — reduced to a minimum 

‘The boat ’adn’t more than shoved' off before a change, as 
you might say, came o’er the spirit of our dream The old man 
says, like Elphinstone an’ Bruce in the Portsmouth election 
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when I was a boy “Gentlemen,” he sa>s, “for gentlemen you 
have shown j oursehes to be - from the bottom of my heart I 
thank you The status an’ position of our late lamented shipmate 
made it obligato ’e says, “to take certain steps not strictly 
included m the regulations An’ nobly,” says ’e, “have you 
assisted me Now,” ’e say's, “you hold the false and felonious 
reputation of bein’ the smartest ship in the Service Pigsties,” 
’e says, “is plane trigonometry alongside our present disgustin’ 
state Efface the effects of this indecent orgy,” he says “Jump, 
you lop-eared, flat-footed, butter-backed Amalekitcs! Dig out, 
you brmy-eyed beggars'” 

‘Do captains talk like that in the Navy, Mr Pyecroft?’ I 
asked 

‘I’ve told you once I only give the grist of his arguments 
The Bosun’s mate translates it to the lower deck, as you may 
put it, and the lower deck springs smartly to attention It took 
us half the night ’fore we got ’er anyway ship-shape, but by 
sunrise she was beautiful as ever, an’ we resoomed I’ve thought 
it over a lot since, yes, an’ I’ve thought a lot of Antonio tnmrrun’ 
coal in that tramp’s bunkers ’E must ’ave been highly surprised 
Wasn’t he?’ 

‘He was, Mr Pyecroft,’ I responded ‘But now we’re talkin’ 
of it, weren’t you all a little surprised-” 

‘It come as a pleasant relief to the regular routine,’ said Mr 
Pyecroft ‘We appreciated it as an easy way o’ workm’ for your 
country But - the old man was right — a w r eek o’ similar 
manoeuvres would ’ave knocked our moral double-bottoms 
bung out Now, couldn’t you oblige with Antonio’s account of 
Glass’s execution?’ 

I obliged for nearly ten minutes It was at best but a feeble 
rendering of M. de C ’s magnificent prose, through which the 
soul of the poet, the eye of the mariner, and the heart of the 
patriot bore magnificent accord His account of his descent 
rom the side of the ‘infamous vessel consecrated to blood’ m the 
vast and gathering dusk of the trembling ocean’ could only be 
Htatc ed by his description of the dishonoured hammock 
SI , n f unnoticed through the depths, while, above, the bugler 
played music * of an indefinable brutality’ 
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‘By the way, what did the bugler play after Glass’s funeral?’ 
I asked 

‘Him-’ Oh* ’c played “The Strict Q_T ” It’s a very old song 
We ’ad it in Fratton nearly fifteen years back,’ said Mr Pyccroft 
sleepily 

I stirred the sugar dregs in my glass Suddenly entered armed 
men, wet and discourteous, Tom Wessels smiling nervously in 
the background 

‘Where is that — minutely particularized person — Glass-*’ 
said the sergeant of the picket 

‘’Ere 1 ’ The marine rose to the strictest of attentions ‘An’ it’s 
no good smelhn’ of my breath, because I’m strictly an’ ruinously 
sober ’ 

‘Oh' An’ what may you have been doin’ with yourself-” 

‘Listenin’ to tracts You can look' I’ve ’ad the evenin’ of my 
little life Lead on to the Cornucopia ' s midmost dunjing-cell 
There’s a crowd of brass-’atted blighters there which will say 
I’ve been absent without leaf Never mind I forgive ’em be- 
fore’and The evenin’ of my life, an’ please don’t forget it.’ 
Then m a tone of most ingratiating apology to me ‘I soaked it 
all in be’md my shut eyes ’Im’ - he jerked a contemptuous 
thumb towards Mr Pyccroft — ‘Vs a flat-foot, a mdigo-blue 
matlow ’E never saw the fun from first to last A mournful 
beggar — most depressm’ ’ Private Glass departed, leaning 
heavily on the escort’s arm 

Mr Pyecroft wrinkled his brows m thought — the profound 
and far-reaching meditation that follows five glasses of hot 
whisky-and-water 

‘Well, I don’t see anything comical — greatly — except here 
an’ there Specially about those redooced charges in the guns 
Do you see anything funny in it?’ 

There was that in his eye which warned me the night was too 
wet for argument 

‘No, Mr Pyecroft, I don’t,’ I replied ‘It was a beautiful tale, 
and I thank you very much ’ 
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The Runners 

News ! 

What is the word that they tell now — now — nowl 
The little drums beating m the bazaars^ 

They beat (among - the buyers and the sellers) 

‘Nimrud — ah Ntmrud r 
God sends a gnat agatnst Ntmrud r 
Watchers, O Watchers a thousand! 

News! 

At the edge of the crops — now - now - where the well-wheels 

are halted, 

ne prepares to loose the bullocks and one scrapes his hoe, 

They beat (among the sowers and the reapers) 

Nimrud — ah Nimrud! 

God prepares an ill day for Nimrud ’’ 

Watchers, O Watchers ten thousand 


■R u News r 

y e fires of the camps — now — now - where the travellers 

V ^ CI rA llC / :arnc ' s come ,n and the horses their men conferring, 
hey beat (among the packmen and the dnvers) 

Nimrud - ah Nimrud ' 

Thus it befell last noon to Ntmrud >’ 

Watchers, O Watchers an hundred thousand! 


In the rnrl^r °iT t ^ lC border-peels - now — now - now! 

Th- u ° / C P 35505 where the expectant shoe their horses, 
They beat (among the rifles and the riders) 
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‘Nmrud - ah Nimrud 1 
Shall we go up against Nmrud 
Watchers, O Watchers a thousand thousand! 

News 1 

Bring out the heaps of grain - open the account-books again! 
Dnve forward the well-bullocks against the taxable harvest! 

Eat and he under the tree, — pitch the police-guarded 

fair-grounds, O dancers! 

Hide away the nfles and let down the ladders from the 

watch-towers! 

They beat (among all the peoples) 

'Now — now — now 1 

God has reserved the Sword for Nimrud! 

God has given Victory to Nimrud! 

Let us abide under NtmrudT 
O Well-disposed and Heedful, an hundred thousand 

thousand! 
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Pass 5 Pass 5 Pass 5 I have one pass already, allowing me to go by 
the rel from Kroonstadt to Eshtellenbosch, where the horses 
are, where I am to be paid off, and whence I return to India I 
am a - trooper of the Gurgaon Rissala (cavalry regiment), the 
One Hundred and Forty-first Punjab Cavalry Do not herd me 
with these black Kaffirs I am a Sikh — a trooper of the State 
The Lieutenant-Sahib does not understand my talk 5 Is there 
any Sahib on this tram who will interpret for a trooper of the 
Gurgaon Rissala gomg about his business m this devil’s devising 
of a country, where there is no flour, no oil, no spice, no red 
pepper, and no respect paid to a Sikh 5 Is there no help 5 . 
God be thanked, here is such a Sahib' Protector of the Poor! 
Heaven-bom' Tell the young Lieutenant-Sahib that my name 
is Umr Singh, I am — I was servant to Kurban Sahib, now 
dead, and I have a pass to go to Eshtellenbosch, where the 
horses are Do not let him herd me with these black Kaffirs' 
Yes, I will sit by this truck till the Heaven-bom has ex- 
plained the matter to the young Lieutenant-Sahib who does not 
understand our tongue. 

What orders 5 The young Lieutenant-Sahib will not detain me? 
Good' I go down to Eshtellenbosch by the next teram 5 Good! I 
go with the Heaven-bom 5 Good! Then for this day I am the 
Heaven-bom’s servant. Will the Heaven-bom bring the honour 
of his presence to a seat 5 Here is an empty truck, I will spread 
my blanket over one comer thus — for the sun is hot, though 
not so hot as our Punjab m May I will prop it up thus, and I 
wdl arrange this hay thus, so the Presence can sit at ease till 
God sends us a teram for Eshtellenbosch 
The Presence knows the Punjab? Lahore 5 Amntzar? Attaree, 
behke 5 My village is north over the fields three miles from 
Attaree, near the big white house which was copied from a 
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certain place of the Great Queen’s by - by - I have forgotten 
the name Can the Presence recall it? Sirdar Dyal Singh Atta- 
reewalla* Yes, that is the very man, but how does the Presence 
know? Bom and bred in Hmd, was he? O-o-oh 1 This is quite a 
different matter The Sahib’s nurse was a Surtcc woman from 
the Bombay side? That was a pity She should have been an up- 
country wench, for those make stout nurses There is no land 
like the Punjab There are no people like the Sikhs Umr Singh 
is my name, yes An old man? Yes A trooper only after all 
these years? Ye-es Look at my uniform, if the Sahib doubts 
Nay — nay, the Sahib looks too closely All marks of rank were 
picked off it long ago, but — but it is true — mine is not a 
common cloth such as troopers use for their coats, and — the 
Sahib has sharp eyes — that black mark is such a mark as a silver 
chain leaves when long worn on the breast The Sahib says that 
troopers do not wear silver chains? No-o Troopers do not wear 
the Arder of Beritish India? No The Sahib should have been 
m the Police of the Punjab I am not a trooper, but I have been 
a Sahib’s servant for nearly a year - bearer, butler, sweeper, any 
and all three The Sahib says that Sikhs do not take menial 
service? True, but it was for Kurban Sahib — my Kurban Sahib 
— dead these three months! 

Young — of a reddish face — with blue eyes, and he lilted a little 
on his feet when he was pleased, and cracked his finger-joints 
So did his father before him, who was Deputy-Commissioner of 
Jullundur m my father’s time when I rode with the Gurgaon 
Rissala My father? Jwala Singh A Sikh of Sikhs — he fought 
against the English at Sobraon and carried the mark to his 
death So we were knit as it were by a blood-tie, I and my 
Kurban Sahib Yes, I was a trooper first — nay, I had risen to a 
Lancc-Duffadar, I remember — and my father gave me a dun 
stallion of his own breedmg on that day, and he was a little 
baba, sitting upon a wall by the parade-ground with his ayah — 
all in white, Sahib — laughing at the end of our drill And his 
father and mmc talked together, and mine beckoned to me, and 
I dismounted, and the baba put his hand into mine — eighteen — 
twenty-five - twenty-seven years gone now - Kurban Sahib - 
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my Kurban Sahib! Oh, we were great friends after that! He cut 
his teeth on my sword-hilt, as the saying is He called me Big 
Umr Singh — Buwwa Umwa Singh, for he could not speak 
plain He stood only this high, Sahib, from the bottom of this 
truck, but he knew all our troopers by name — e%ery one 
And he went to England, and he became a young man, and 
back he came, lilting a little m his walk, and cracking his finger- 
joints - back to his own regiment and to me He had not 
forgotten either our speech or our customs He was a Sikh at 
heart, Sahib He was rich, open-handed, just, a friend of poor 
troopers, keen-eyed, jestful, and careless I could tell tales about 
him in his first years There was very little he hid from me I 
was his Umr Singh, and when we were alone he called me 
Father, and I called him Son Yes, that was how we spoke We 
spoke freely together on everything — about war, and women, 
and money, and advancement, and such all 
We spoke about this war, too, long before it came There 
were many box-wallas, pedlars, with Pathans a few, m this 
country, notably at the city of Yunasbagh (Johannesburg), and 
they sent news in every week how the Sahibs lay without 
weapons under the heel of the Boer-log; and how big guns were 
auled up and down the streets to keep Sahibs in order, and 
ow a Sahib called Eger Sahib (Edgar?) was killed for a jest by 
e tier-log The Sahib knows how we of Hind hear all that 
^ SSe ^,° Ver eart ^ There was not a gun cocked in Yunasbagh 
t e echo did not come into Hind in a month The Sahibs 
rfT *71 c .^ vcr ’ hut they forget their own cleverness has created 
e a (the post), and that for an anna or two all things 
* 0Wn °fHind listened and heard and wondered, 
3 SUre as reported by the pedlars and the 
tn th p C ~ Sg h ers ’ that the Sahibs of Yunasbagh lay in bondage 
fa C oe ''~ °g, certain among us asked questions and waited 
Wh S T J^f rS ^ uustook the meaning of those signs 
Sahlb ' came the long war m the Ttrah > This Kurban 
w b n W ’ t nd We tolled together He said, ‘There is no 
aste Presendy we shall fight, and we shall fight for all Hind 

c t, C ? UntT ^ round Yunasbagh ’ Here he spoke truth Does 
5ahlb not a ^ee? Quite so It is for Hind that the Sahibs 
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prepared Kurban Sahib’s razors I say. Sahib, that I, a Sikh of 
the Khalsa, an unshorn man, prepared the razors But I did not 
put on my uniform while I did it. On the other hand, Kurban 
Sahib took for me, upon the steamer, a room m all respects like 
to his own, and would have given me a servant. We spoke of 
many things on the way to this country, and Kurban Sahib told 
me what he perceived would be the conduct of the war He 
said, ‘They have taken men afoot to fight men ahorse, and they 
will foolishly show mere} 7 to these Boer-log because it is believed 
that they are white ’ He said, ‘There is but one fault in this war, 
and that is that the Government have not employed us, but 
have made it altogether a Sahibs’ war Very many men will thus 
be killed, and no vengeance will be taken ’ True talk — true talk* 
It fell as Kurban Sahib foretold 
And we came to this country, even to Cape Town over 
yonder, and Kurban Sahib said, ‘Bear the baggage to the big 
dak-bungalow, and I will look for employment fit for a sick 
man ’ I put on the uniform of my rank and went to the big dak- 
bungalow, called Maun Nihal Seyn,* and I caused the heavy 
baggage to be bestowed in that dark lower place — is it known to 
the Sahib? - which was already full of swords and baggage for 
officers It is fuller now — dead men’s kit all! I was careful to 
secure a receipt for all three pieces I have it in my belt They 
must go back to the Punjab 

Anon came Kurban Sahib, lilting a little m his step, which 
sign I knew, and he said, ‘We are bom in a fortunate hour We 
go to Eshtellenbosch to oversee the despatch of horses ’ Re- 
member, Kurban Sahib was squadron-leader of the Gurgaon 
Rissala, and I was Umr Singh So I said, speaking as we do — 
we did — when none was near, ‘Thou art a groom and I am a 
grass-cutter, but is this any promotion, Child?’ At this he 
laughed, saying, ‘It is the way to better things Have patience, 
'ather ’ (Aye, he called me father when none were by ) ‘This 
war ends not tomorrow nor the next day I have seen the new 

ahibs,’ he said, ‘and they are fathers of owls — all — all — all*’ 
So we went to Eshtellenbosch, where the horses are, Kurban 
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Sahib doing the service of servants in that business And the 
whole business was managed without forethought by new 
Sahibs from God knows where, who had never seen a tent 
pitched or a peg driven They were full of zeal, but empty of 
all knowledge Then came, little by little from Hmd, those 
Pathans - they are just like those vultures up there, Sahib - 
they always follow slaughter And there came to Eshtcllenbosch 
some Sikhs - Muzbees, though - and some Madras monkey- 
men They came with horses Puttiala sent horses Jhmd and 
Nabha sent horses All the nations of the Khalsa sent horses 
All the ends of the earth sent horses God knows what the army 
did with them, unless they ate them raw They used horses as a 
courtesan uses oil with both hands These horses needed many 
men Kurban Sahib appointed me to the command (what a 
command for me!) of certain woolly ones — Hubshts — whose 
touch and shadow are pollution They were enormous eaters, 
sleeping on their bellies, laughing without cause, wholly like 
animals Some were called Fmgoes, and some, I think, Red 
Kaffirs, but they were all Kaffirs - filth unspeakable I taught 
them to water and feed, and sweep and rub down Yes, I 
oversaw the work of sweepers - a jemadar of mehtars (headman 
of a refuse-gang) was I, and Kurban Sahib little better, for five 
months Evil months! The war went as Kurban Sahib had said 
Our new men were slain and no vengeance was taken It was a 
war of fools armed with the weapons of magicians Guns that 
slew at half a day’s march, and men who, being new, walked 
blind into high grass and were driven off like cattle by the 
Boer-log' As to the city of Eshtellenbosch, I am not a Sahib — 
only a Sikh I would have quartered one troop only of the 
Gurgaon Rissala m that city — one little troop — and I would 
have schooled that city nil its men learned to kiss the shadow of 
a Government horse upon the ground There are many mullahs 
(priests) m Eshtellenbosch They preached the Jehad against us 
This is true - all the camp knew it And most of the houses 
were thatched! A war of fools indeed! 

At the end of five months my Kurban Sahib, who had grown 
lean, said, ‘The reward has come We go up towards the front 
with horses tomorrow, and, once away, I shall be too sick to 
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return Make read} the baggage ’ Thus we got away, with some 
Kaffirs in charge of new horses for a certain new regiment that 
had come in a ship The second day by tcrain, when we were 
watering at a desolate place without any sort of a bazaar to it, 
slipped out from the horse-boxes one Sikandar Khan, that had 
been a jemadar of satses (head-groom) at Eshtcllcnbosch, and 
was by service a trooper in a Border regiment Kurban Sahib 
gave him big abuse for his desertion, but the Pathan put up his 
hands as excusing himself, and Kurban Sahib relented and 
added him to our service So there were three of us — Kurban 
Sahib, I, and Sikandar Khan - Sahib, Sikh, and Sag (dog) But 
the man said truly, ‘We be far from our homes and both 
servants of the Raj Make truce till we sec the Indus again ’ I 
have eaten from the same dish as Sikandar Khan — beef, too, 
for aught I know 1 He said, on the night he stole some swine’s 
flesh m a tm from a mess-tent, that m his Book, the Koran, it is 
written that whoso engages in a holy war is freed from cere- 
monial obligations Wah' He had no more religion than the 
sword-point picks up of sugar and water at baptism He stole 
himself a horse at a place where there lay a new and very raw 
regiment I also procured myself a grey gelding there They let 
their horses stray too much, those new regiments 

Some shameless regiments would mdeed have made away 
with our horses on the road' They exhibited indents and re- 
quisitions for horses, and once or twice would have uncoupled 
the trucks, but Kurban Sahib was wise, and I am not altogether 
a fool There is not much honesty at the front Notably, there 
was one congregation of hard-bitten horse-thieves, tall, hght 
Sahibs, who spoke through their noses for the most part, and 
upon all occasions they said, ‘Oah Hell*’ which, m our tongue, 
signifies Jchannum kojao They bore each man a vine-leaf upon 
their uniforms, and they rode like Rajputs Nay, they rode like 
Sikhs They rode like the Ustrelyahs' The Ustrelyahs, whom 
we met later, also spoke through their noses not little, and they 
"ere tall, dark men, with grey, clear eyes, heavily eyelashed like 
camel's eyes - very proper men — a new brand of Sahib to me 
Hiey said on all occasions, ‘No fee-ah,’ which m our tongue 
means Durro mut (‘Do not be afraid’), so we called them the 
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Durro Muts Dark, tall men, most excellent horsemen, hot and 
angry, waging war as war, and drinking tea as a sandhill drinks 
water Thieves ? A little, Sahib Sikandar Khan swore to me - 
and he comes of a horse-stealing clan for ten generations — he 
swore a Pathan was a babe beside a Durro Mut in regard to 
horse-lifting The Durro Muts cannot walk on their feet at all 
They are like hens on the high road Therefore they must have 
horses Very proper men, with a just lust for the war Aah - 
‘No fee-ah,’ say the Durro Muts. They saw the worth of Kurban 
Sahib They did not ask him to sweep stables They would by 
no means let him go He did substitute for one of their troop- 
leaders who had a fever, one long day in a country full of little 
hills - like the mouth of the Khaibar, and when they returned 
in the evemng, the Durro Muts said, ‘Wallah' This is a man 
Steal him'’ So they stole my Kurban Sahib as they would have 
stolen anything else that they needed, and they sent a sick 
officer back to Eshtellenbosch m his place Thus Kurban Sahib 
came to his own again, and I was his bearer, and Sikandar 
Khan was his cook The law was strict that this was a Sahibs’ 
war, but there was no order that a bearer and a cook should not 
nde with their Sahib — and we had naught to wear but our 
uniforms We rode up and down this accursed country, where 
there is no bazaar, no pulse, no flour, no oil, no spice, no red 
pepper, no firewood, nothing but raw com and a little cattle 
There were no great battles as I saw it, but a plenty of gun- 
finng When we were many, the Boer-log came out with coffee 
to greet us, and to show us purwanas (permits) from foolish 
English Generals who had gone that way before, certifying 
they were peaceful and well disposed When we were few, they 
hid behind stones and shot us Now the order was that they 
were Sahibs, and this was a Sahibs’ war Good! But, as I under- 
stand it, when a Sahib goes to war, he puts on the cloth of war, 
and only those who wear that cloth may take part m the war 
Good! That also I understand But these people were as they 
were in Burma, or as the Afridis are They shot at their pleasure, 
and when pressed hid the gun and exhibited purwanas, or lay in 
a house and said they were farmers Even such farmers as cut 
up the Madras troops at Hhnedatalone in Burma' Even such 
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farmers as slew Cavagnan Sahib and the Guides at Kabul* We 
schooled those men, to be sure — fifteen, aye, twenty of a 
morning pushed off the verandah m front of the Bala Hissar I 
looked that the Jung-i-lat Sahib (the Commander-m-Chief) 
would have remembered the old days, but — no All the people 
shot at us everywhere, and he issued proclamations saymg that 
he did not fight the people, but a certain army, which army, m 
truth, was all the Boer-log, who, between them, did not wear 
enough of uniform to make a loin-cloth A fool’s war from first 
to last; for it is manifest that he who fights should be hung if 
he fights with a gun m one hand and a purwana m the other, as did 
all these people Yet we, when they had had their bellyful for 
the time, received them with honour, and gave them permits, 
and refreshed them and fed their wives and their babes, and 
severely punished our soldiers who took their fowls So the 
work was to be done not once with a few dead, but thrice and 
four times over I talked much with Kurban Sahib on this, and 
he said, ‘It is a Sahibs’ war That is the order’, and one night, 
when Sikandar Khan would have lam out beyond the pickets 
with his knife and shown them how it is worked on the Border, 
he hit Sikandar Khan between the eyes and came near to 
breaking in his head Then Sikandar Khan, a bandage over his 
eyes, so that he looked like a sick camel, talked to him half one 
march, and he was more bewildered than I, and vowed he 
would return to Eshtellenbosch But privately to me Kurban 
Sahib said we should have loosed the Sikhs and the Gurkhas on 
these people till they came m with their foreheads in the dust. 
For the war was not of that sort which they comprehended 
They shot us ? Assuredly they shot us from houses adorned 
with a white flag; but when they came to know our custom, 
then widows sent word by Kaffir runners, and presently there 
was not quite so much firing No fee-ah 1 All the Boer-log with 
vhom we dealt had purwanas signed by mad Generals attesting 
that they were well disposed to the State They had also rifles 
not a few, and cartridges, which they hid m the roof The 
women wept very greatly when we burned such houses, but 
they did not approach too near after the flames had taken hold 
°f the thatch, for fear of the bursting cartridges The women 
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of the Boer-log are very clever They are more clever than the 
men The Boer-log are clever? Never, never no! It is the Sahibs 
who are fools For their own honour’s sake the Sahibs must 
say that the Boer-log are clever, but it is the Sahibs’ wonderful 
folly that has made the Boer-log The Sahibs should have sent 
us into the game 

But the Durro Muts did well They dealt faithfully with all 
that country thereabouts — not in any way as we of Hind should 
have dealt, but they were not altogether fools One night when 
we lay on the top of a ndge m the cold, I saw far away a light in 
a house that appeared for the sixth part of an hour and was 
obscured Anon it appeared again thrice for the twelfth part of 
an hour I showed this to Kurban Sahib, for it was a house that 
had been spared - the people having many permits and swearing 
fidelity at our stirrup-leathers I said to Kurban Sahib, ‘Send 
half a troop, Child, and finish that house They signal to their 
brethren ’ And he laughed where he lay and said, ‘If I listened 
to my bearer Umr Singh, there would not be left ten houses in 
all this land ’ I said, ‘What need to leave one? This is as it was 
m Burma They are farmers today and fighters tomorrow Let 
us deal justly with them ’ He laughed and curled himself up in 
his blanket, and I watched the far light in the house till day I 
have been on the Border in eight wars, not counting Burma 
The first Afghan War, the second Afghan War, two Mahsud 
Wazin wars (that is four), two Black Mountain wars, if I re- 
member right, the Malakand and Tirah I do not count Burma, 
or some small things / know when house signals to house 1 
I pushed Sikandar Khan with my foot, and he saw it too 
He said, ‘One of the Boer-log who brought pumpkins for the 
mess, which I fried last night, lives m yonder house ’ I said, 
How dost thou know?’ He said, ‘Because he rode out of the 
camp another way, but I marked how his horse fought with 
him at the turn of the road, and before the light fell I stole out 
of the camp for evening prayer with Kurban Sahib’s glasses, 
and from a little hill I saw the pied horse of that pumpkin- 
seller hurrying to that house ’ I said naught, but took Kurban 
Sahib s glasses from his greasy hands and cleaned them with a 
silk handkerchief and returned them to their case Sikandar 
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Khan told me that he had been the first man m the Zenab 
valley to use glasses — whereby he finished two blood-feuds 
cleanly m the course of three months’ leave But he was 
otherwise a bar 

That day Kurban Sahib, with some ten troopers, was sent on 
to spy the land for our camp The Durro Muts moved slowly at 
that time They were weighted with gram and forage and carts, 
and they greatly wished to leave these all in some town and go 
on light to other business which pressed So Kurban Sahib 
sought a short cut for them, a little off the fine of march We 
were twelve miles before the mam body, and we came to a 
house under a high bushed hill, with a nullah, which they call a 
donga, behind it, and an old sangar of piled stones, which they 
call a kraal, before it. Two thorn bushes grew on either side of 
the door, like babul bushes, covered with a golden-coloured 
bloom, and the roof was all of thatch Before the house was a 
valley of stones that rose to another bush-covered hill There 
was an old man m the verandah — an old man with a white 
beard and a wart upon the left side of his neck, and a fat 
woman with the eyes of a swine and the jowl of a swine, and a 
tall young man deprived of understanding His head was hair- 
less, no larger than an orange, and the pits of his nostrils were 
eaten away by a disease He laughed and slavered and he sported 
sportively before Kurban Sahib The man brought coffee and 
the woman showed us purwanas from three General-Sahibs, 
certifying that they were people of peace and goodwill Here 
are the purwanas. Sahib Does the Sahib know the Generals 
who signed them? 

They swore the land was empty of Boer-log They held up 
their hands and swore it. That was about the time of the evening 
uieal I stood near the verandah with Sikandar Khan, who was 
tvosmg like a jackal on a lost scent. At last he took my arm and 
said, ‘See yonder! There is the sun on the window of the house 
that signalled last night This house can see that house from 
here,’ and he looked at the hill behind him all hairy with bushes, 
and sucked in his breath Then the idiot with the shrivelled 
bead danced by me and threw back that head, and regarded the 
roof and laughed like a hyena, and the fat woman talked loudly, 
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as it were, to cover some noise After this I passed to the back 
of the house on pretence to get water for tea, and I saw fresh 
horse-dung on the ground, and that the ground was cut with 
the new marks of hoofs, and there had dropped m the dirt one 
cartridge Then Kurban Sahib called to me m our tongue, 
saying, ‘Is this a good place to make tea ? ’ and I rephed, knowing 
what he meant, ‘There are over many cooks m the cook-house 
Mount and go, Child 5 Then I returned, and he said, smiling to 
the woman, ‘Prepare food, and when we have loosened our 
girths we will come m and eat’, but to his men he said in a 
whisper, ‘Ride away 1 ’ No He did not cover the old man or the 
fat woman with his riile That was not his custom Some fool 
of the Durro Muts, being hungry, raised his voice to dispute the 
order to flee, and before we were m our saddles many shots 
came from the roof — from rifles thrust through the thatch 
Upon this we rode across the valley of stones, and men fired at 
us from the nullah behind the house, and from the hill behind 
the nullah, as well as from the roof of the house — so many 
shots that it sounded like a drumming in the hills Then 
Sikandar Khan, riding low, said, ‘This play is not for us alone, 
but for the rest of the Durro Muts ,’ and I said, ‘Be quiet Keep 
place!’ for his place was behind me, and I rode behind Kurban 
Sahib But these new bullets will pass through five men a-row! 
We were not hit — not one of us — and we reached the hill of 
rocks and scattered among the stones, and Kurban Sahib turned 
in his saddle and said, ‘Look at the old man!’ He stood in the 
verandah firing swiftly with a gun, the woman beside him and 
the idiot also — both with guns Kurban Sahib laughed, and I 
caught him by the wrist, but — his fate was written at that hour 
The bullet passed under his arm-pit and struck him in the liver, 
and I pulled him backward between two great rocks a— tilt — 
Kurban Sahib, my Kurban Sahib 1 From the nullah behind the 
house and from the hills came our Boer-log m number more 
than a hundred, and Sikandar Khan said, ‘Non> we see the 
meaning of last night’s signal Give me the rifle ’ He took 
Kurban Sahib’s rifle — in this war of fools only the doctors 
carry swords — and lay belly-flat to the work, but Kurban Sahib 
turned where he lay and said, ‘Be still It is a Sahibs’ war,’ and 
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Kurban Sahib put up his hand — thus, and then his eyes rolled 
on me, and I gave him water that he might pass the more 
quickly And at the drinking his Spirit received permission . . 

Thus went our fight, Sahib We Durro Muts were on a ndge 
working from the north to the south, where lay our mam body, 
and the Boer-log lay in a valley working from east to west. 
There were more than a hundred, and our men were ten, but 
they held the Boer-log in the valley while they swiftly passed 
along the ndge to the south I saw three Boers drop in the open 
Then they all hid again and fired heavily at the rocks that hid 
our men, but our men were clever and did not show, but moved 
away and gway, always south, and the noise of the battle 
withdrew itself southward, where we could hear the sound of 
big guns So it fell stark dark, and Sihandar Khan found a deep 
old jackal’s earth amid rocks, mto which we slid the body of 
Kurban Sahib upright. Sikandar Khan took his glasses, and I 
took his handkerchief and some letters and a certain thing 
which I knew hung round his neck, and Sikandar Khan is 
witness that I wrapped them all m the handkerchief Then we 
took an oath together, and lay still and mourned for Kurban 
Sahib Sikandar Khan wept tall daybreak — even he, a Pathan, a 
Mohammedan! All that night we heard firing to the southward, 
and when the dawn broke the valley was full of Boer-log in 
carts and on horses They gathered by the house, as we could 
see through Kurban Sahib’s glasses, and the old man, who, I 
take it, was a priest, blessed them, and preached the holy war, 
waving his arm, and the fat woman brought coffee, and the 
idiot capered among them and kissed their horses Presently 
they went away m haste, they went over the hills and were not, 
and a black slave came out and washed the door-sills with 
bright water Sikandar Khan saw through the glasses that the 
stain was blood, and he laughed, saying, ‘Wounded men lie 
there We shall yet get vengeance ’ 

About noon we saw a thin, high smoke to the southward, 
such a smoke as a burning house will make in sunshine, and 
Sikandar Khan, who knows how to take a bearing across a hill, 
satd, ‘At last we have burned the house of the pumpkin-seller 
whence they signalled ’ And I said, ‘What need now that they 

99 




A Sahibs’ War 

shade of the thom-trces, and she followed upon her knees and 
lay along the ground, and pawed at my boots and howled Then 
Sikandar Khan bore out the lamp, saying that he w r as a butler 
and would light the table, and I looked for a branch that would 
bear fruit But the woman hindered me not a little wuth her 
screechings and plungmgs, and spoke fast in her tongue, and I 
replied in my tongue, ‘I am childless tonight because of thy 
perfidy, and child was praised among men and loved among 
women He would have begotten men - not animals Thou hast 
more years to li\e than I, but my gnef is the greater ’ 

I stooped to make sure the noose upon the idiot’s neck, and 
flung the end over the branch, and Sikandar Khan held up the 
lamp that she might well see Then appeared suddenly, a little 
beyond the light of the lamp, the spirit of Kurban Sahib One 
hand he held to his side, even where the bullet had struck him, 
and the other he put forward thus, and said, ‘No It is a Sahibs’ 
war ’ And I said, ‘Wait a while, Child, and thou shalt sleep ’ 
But he came nearer, riding, as it were, upon my eyes, and said, 
‘No It is a Sahibs’ war ’ And Sikandar Khan said, ‘Is it too 
heavy?’ and set down the lamp and came to me, and as he 
turned to tally on the rope, the spirit of Kurban Sahib stood up 
within arm’s reach of us, and his face was very angry, and a third 
time he said, ‘No It is a Sahibs’ war ’ And a little wind blew 
out the lamp, and I heard Sikandar Khan’s teeth chatter m his 
head 

So w r e stayed side by side, the ropes m our hand, a very long 
while, for we could not shape any words Then I heard Sikandar 
Khan open his water-bottle and drink, and when his mouth was 
slaked he passed to me and said, ‘We are absolved from our 
■vow ’ So I drank, and together we waited for the dawn m that 
place where we stood — the ropes in our hand A little after 
third cockcrow we heard the feet of horses and gun-wheels 
very far off, and so soon as the light came a shell burst on the 
threshold of the house, and the roof of the verandah that was 
thatched fell in and blazed before the windows And I said, 
What of the wounded Boer-log within ? ’ And Sikandar Khan 
said, ‘We have heard the order It is a Sahibs’ war Stand still ’ 
1 hen came a second shell - good line, but short — and scattered 
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dust upon us where we stood, and then came ten of the little 
quick shells from the gun that speaks like a stammerer - yes, 
pom-pom the Sahibs call it — and the face of the house folded 
down like the nose and the chm of an old man mumbling, and 
the forefront of the house lay down Then Sikandar Khan said, 
‘If it be the fate of the wounded to die in the fire, I shall not 
prevent it And he passed to the back of the house and presently 
came back, and four wounded Boer-Iog came after him, of 
whom two could not walk upright And I said, ‘What hast thou 
done? And he said, ‘I have neither spoken to them nor laid 
hand on them They follow in hope of mercy ’ And I said, ‘It is 
a Sahibs war Let them wait the Sahibs’ mercy ’ So they lay 
still, the four men and the idiot, and the fat woman under the 
thorn-tree, and the house burned furiously. Then began the 
tmown sound of cartouches in the roof — one or two at first, 
then a trill, and last of all one loud noise and the thatch blew 
ere and there, and the captives would have crawled aside on 
account of the heat that was withering the thorn-trees, and on 

a a C u CO Mv 0 f r od and bncks at random But I said, ‘Abide! 
Abide Ye be Sahibs, and this is a Sahibs’ war, O Sahibs There 
is no order that ye should depart from this war ’ They did not 
understand my words Yet they abode and they lived 
„ Presentl y rode down five troopers of Kurban Sahib’s 
comman , and one I knew spoke my tongue, having sadcd to 
cutta o ten with horses So I told him all my tale, using 
bazaar-talk such as his kidney of Sahib would understand, and 
at the c nd x said. An order has reached us here from the dead 
hat this is a Sahibs war I take the soul of my Kurban Sahib to 
itncss that I give over to the justice of the Sahibs these Sahibs 

r ,1°, a ' C ma *1 mC cbl ^ css ’ Then I gave him the ropes and 
down senseless my heart being very full, but my belly was 
empty, except for the little opium 

a T PUt int0 , a Cart w,t h one of their wounded, and after 

for I Undcr ? 00d that ^ had fought against the Bocr-log 

of uhirh ^ n ! ShtS lt Was a11 thc onc b ‘S t^P, Sahib, 

edee JvUrban Sa hib, saw no more than thc outer 

indeed Th ^ anETy ’ ** Durro Muts ~ vcr y an Sry 
indeed I have never seen Sahibs so angry They fanned my 
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Kurban Sahib with the rites of his faith upon the top of the 
ndge overlooking the house, and I said the proper prayers of 
the faith, and Sikandar Khan prayed in his fashion and stole 
five signalling-candles, which have each three wicks, and lighted 
the grave as if it had been the grave of a samt on a Friday He 
wept very bitterly all that night, and I wept with him, and he 
took hold of my feet and besought me to give him a re- 
membrance from Kurban Sahib So I divided equally with him 
one of Kurban Sahib’s handkerchiefs - not the silk ones, for 
those were given him by a certain woman, and I also gave him a 
button from a coat, and a little steel ring of no value that 
Kurban Sahib used for his keys, and he kissed them and put 
them mto his bosom The rest I have here in that little bundle, 
and I must get the baggage from the hotel in Cape Town — 
some four shirts we sent to be washed, for which we could not 
wait when we went up-country - and I must give them all to 
my Colonel-Sahib at Sialkote m the Punjab For my child is 
dead - my baba is dead' 

I would have come away before, there was no need to stay, 
the child being dead, but we were far from the rad, and the 
Durro Muts were as brothers to me, and I had come to look 
upon Sikandar Khan as in some sort a friend, and he got me a 
horse and I rode up and down with them, but the life had 
departed God knows what they called me — orderly, chaprasst 
(messenger), cook, sweeper, I did not know nor care But once I 
had pleasure We came back m a month after wide circles to 
that very valley I knew it every stone, and I went up to the 
grave, and a clever Sahib of the Durro Muts (we left a troop 
there for a week to school those people with purwanas) had cut 
an inscription upon a great rock, and they interpreted it to me, 
and it was a jest such as Kurban Sahib himself would have 
loved Oh' I have the inscription tvell copied here Read it 
aloud. Sahib, and I will explain the jests There are two very 
good ones Begin, Sahib 


In Memory of 

WALTER DECIES CORBYN 
Late Captain 141st Punjab Cavalry 
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The Gurgaon Rissala, that is Go on, Sahib 

Treacherously shot near this place by 
The connivance of the late 
HENDRIK DIRK UYS 
A Minister of God 

Who thnee took the oath of neutrality 
And Piet his son. 

This little work 

Aha! This is the first jest The Sahib should see this little 
work! 


Was accomplished in partial 
And inadequate recognition of their loss 
By some men who loved him 


St monumentum requirts circumspice 

That is the second jest It signifies that those who would 
desire to behold a proper memorial to Kurban Sahib must look 
out at the house And, Sahib, the house is not there, nor the 
well, nor the big tank which they call dams, nor the little fruit- 
trees, nor the cattle There is nothing at all, Sahib, except the 
two trees withered by the fire The rest is like the desert here - 
or my hand - or my heart Empty, Sahib — all empty! 



£ ‘Their Lawful Occasions’ } 


The Wet Litany 

When the water’s countenance 
Blurrs ’twixt glance and second glance. 
When that tattered smokes forerun 
Ashen ’neath a silvered sun. 

When the curtain of the haze 
Shuts upon our helpless ways — 

Hear the Channel Fleet at sea; 
Libera nos Dornne r 

When the engines’ bated pulse 
Scarcely thrills the nosing hulls; 

When the wash along the side 
Sounds, a sudden, magnified, 

When the intolerable blast 
Marks each blindfold minute passed. 

When the fog-buoy’s squattenng flight 
Guides us through the haggard night; 
When the warning bugle blows, 

When the lettered door wa ys close. 
When our brittle townships press, 
Impotent, on emptiness 

When the unseen leadsmen lean 
Questioning a deep unseen. 

When their lessened count they tell 
To a bridge invisible, 

When the hid and perilous 
Cliffs return our cry to us 
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When the treble thickness spread 
Shallows up our next-ahead, 

When her siren’s frightened whine 
Shows her sheering out of line, 
When, her passage undisccmed, 

V/c must turn where she has turned 
Hear the Channel Fleet at sea, 
Libera not Doming’ 



‘Their Lawful Occasions’ 


. And a security for such as pass on the seas upon their lawful 
occasions. 

Navy Prayer 


Part I 

Disregarding the inventions of the Marine Captain, whose other 
name is Gubbins, let a plain statement suffice 
HMS Caryatid went to Portland to join Blue Fleet for 
manoeuvres I travelled overland from London by way of 
Portsmouth, where I fell among fnends When I reached 
Portland, H M.S Caryatid , whose guest I was to have been, 
had, with Blue Fleet, already sailed for some secret rendezvous 
off the west coast of Ireland, and Portland breakwater was 
filled with Red Fleet, my official enemies and joyous acquaint- 
ances, who received me with unstinted hospitality For example, 
Lieutenant-Commander A L Hignett, in charge of three de- 
stroyers, Wraith , Stiletto, and Kobbold, due to depart at 6 p m 
that evening, offered me a berth on his thirty-knot flagship, 
but I preferred my comforts, and so accepted sleeping-room in 
H M.S Pedantic (15,000 tons), leader of the second line After 
dining aboard her I took boat to Weymouth to get my kit 
aboard, as the battleships would go to war at midnight In 
transferring my allegiance from Blue to Red Fleet, w'hatever 
the Manne Captain may say, I did no wrong I truly intended 
to return to the Pedantic and help to fight Blue Fleet All I 
needed was a new toothbrush, which I bought from a chemist 
m a side street at 9 15 p m As I turned to go, one entered 
seeking alleviation of a gum-boil He was dressed in a checked 
ulster, a black silk hat three sizes too small, cord-breeches, 
boots, and pure brass spurs These he managed painfully, 
stepping like a prisoner fresh from leg-irons As he adjusted 
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the pepper-plaster to the gum the light fell on his face, and I 
recognized Mr Emanuel Pyecroft, a late second-class petty 
officer of H M S Archimandrite , an unfortgettable man, met a 
year before under Tom Wessels’ roof in Plymouth It occurred 
to me that when a petty officer takes to spurs he may con- 
ceivably meditate desertion For that reason I, though a tax- 
payer, made no sign Indeed, it was Mr Pyecroft, following me 
out of the shop, who said hollowly ‘What might you be doing 
here 5 ’ 

‘I’m going on manoeuvres in the Pedantic ,’ I replied 
‘Ho 1 ’ said Mr Pyecroft ‘An’ what manner o’ manoeuvres 
d’you expect to see m a blighted cathedral like the Pedantic ? I 
know ’er I knew her in Malta, when the Vulcan was her 
permanent tender Manoeuvres! You won’t see more than 
“Man an’ arm watertight doors!” in your little woollen under- 
vest ’ 

‘I’m sorry for that ’ 

‘Why 5 ’ He lurched heavily as his spurs caught and twanged 
like tuning-forks ‘War’s declared at midnight Pedantics be 
sugared' Buy an ’am an’ see life!’ 

For a moment I fancied Mr Pyecroft, a fugitive from justice, 
purposed that we two should embrace a Robm Hood career in 
the uplands of Dorset The spurs troubled me, and I made bold 
to say as much ‘Them!’ he said, commg to an intricate halt 
‘They’re part of the pnma facie evidence But as for me — let 
me carry your bag — I’m second m command, leadin’-hand, 
cook, steward, an’ lavatory man, with a few incidentals for 
sixpence a day extra, on No 267 torpedo-boat ’ 

‘They wear spurs there 5 ’ 

Well,’ said Mr Pyecroft, ‘seem’ that Two Six Seven belongs 
to Blue Fleet, which left the day before yesterday, disguises are 
imperative It transpired thus The Right Honourable Lord 
Gawd Almighty Admiral Master Frankie Frobisher, ICCB, 
commandin’ Blue Fleet, can’t be bothered with one tin-torpedo- 
boat more or less, and what with lyin’ m the Reserve four years, 
an what with the new land o’ tiffy which cleans dynamos with 
bnck-dust and oil (Blast these spurs' They won’t render!), Two 
ix Seven s steam-gadgets was paralytic Our Mr Moorshed 
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done his painstakin’ best — it’s his first command of a war- 
canoe, matoor age nineteen (down that alley-way, please 1 ) but 
be that as it may, His Holiness Frankie is aware of us crabbin’ 
ourselves round the breakwater at five knots, an’ steenn’ part 
passu, as the French say (Up this alley-way, please') If he’d 
given Mr HinchclifTe, our chief engineer, a little tune, it would 
never have transpired, for what Hmch can’t drive he can coax; 
but the new port bein’ a trifle cloudy, an’ ’is joints tinglin’ after 
a post-captain dinner, Frankie come on the upper bridge seekin’ 
for a sacrifice We, offenn’ a broadside target, got iL He told 
us what ’is grandmamma, ’oo was a lady an’ went to sea in 
stick-and-stnng bateaus, had told him about steam He throwed 
m his own prayers for the ’ealth an’ safety of all steam-packets 
an’ their officers Then he give us several distinct orders The 
first few — I kept tally — was all about going to Hell, the next 
many was about not evolutm’ in his company, when there, an’ 
the last all was simply repeatin’ the motions m quick time 
Knowm’ Frankie’s groovin' to be badly eroded by age and lack 
of attention, I didn’t much panic, but our Mr Moorshed ? ’e 
took it a little to heart. Me an’ Mr Hinchdiffe consoled ’im as 
well as service conditions permits of, an’ we had a resume- 
supper at the back o’ the camber — secluded an’ lugubrious' 
Then one thing leadin’ up to another, an’ our orders, except 
about anchorin' where he’s booked for, leavin’ us a clear ’onzon. 
Number Two Six Seven is now — mind the edge of the wharf — 
here'’ 

By mysterious doublings he had brought me out on to the 
edge of a narrow strip of water crowded with coastwise shipping 
that runs far up into Weymouth town A large foreign timber- 
bng lay at my feet, and under the round of her stem cowered, 
close to the wharf-edge, a slate-coloured, unkempt, two-fun- 
ncllcd craft of a type - but I am no expert — between the first- 
class torpedo-boat and the full-blooded destroy er From her 
archaic torpedo-tubes at the stem, and quick-firers forward 
and amidships, she must have dated from the early ’nineties 
Hammerings and clinkings, with spurts of steam and fumes of 
hot oil, arose from her mside, and a figure in a striped jersey 
squatted on the engine-room gratings 
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‘She ain’t much of a war-canoe, but you’ll see more life in ’er 
than on an whole squadron of bleedin’ Pedantics ’ 

‘But she’s laid up here - and Blue Fleet have gone,’ I pro- 
tested 

‘Pre-cisely Only, m his comprehensive orders Frankie didn’t 
put us out of action Thus we’re a non-neglectable fightm’ 
factor which you mightn’t think from this elevation, an’ 
m’rover, Red Fleet don’t know we’re ’ere Most of us’ - he 
glanced proudly at his boots - ‘didn’t run to spurs, but we’re 
disguised pretty devious, as you might say Morgan, our sig- 
nalizer, when last seen, was a Dawhsh bathing-machine pro- 
prietor Hmchchffe was naturally a German waiter, and me 
you behold as a squire of low degree, while yonder Levantine 
dragoman on the hatch is our Mr Moorshed He was the second 
cutter’s snotty - my snotty - on the Archimandrite -two years 
— Cape Station Likewise on the West Coast, mangrove- 
swampin’, an’ gettm’ the cutter stove m on small an’ unlikely 
bars, an’ manufacturin’ lies to correspond What I don’t know 
about Mr Moorshed is precisely the same gauge as what Mr 
Moorshed don’t know about me - half a millimetre, as you 
might say He comes into awful opulence of his own when ’e’s 
of age, an’ judgin’ from what passed between us when Frankie 
cursed ’im, I don’t think ’e cares whether he’s broke tomorrow 
or — the day after Are you beginnm’ to follow our tatties? 
They’ll be worth followin’ Or are you goin’ back to your nice 
little cabin on the Pedantic — which I lay they’ve just dismounted 
the third engineer out of — to eat four fat meals per diem, an’ 
smoke in the casement?’ 

The figure in the jersey lifted its head and mumbled 

‘Yes, Sir,’ was Mr Pyecroft’s answer ‘I ’ave ascertained that 
Stiletto , Wraith , and Kobbold left at 6 p m with the first division 
o Red Fleet’s cruisers except Devolution and Cryptic , which are 
delayed by engine-room defects ’ Then to me ‘Won’t you go 
aboard 5 Mr Moorshed ’ud like someone to talk to You buy an 
’am an’ see life ’ 

At this he vanished, and the Demon of Pure Irresponsibility 
bade me lover myself from the edge of the wharf to the tea- 
tray plates of No 267 
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‘What d’you want?’ said the striped jersey 
‘I want to join Blue Fleet if I can,’ I replied ‘I’ve been left 
behind by - an accident ’ 

‘WelP’ 

‘Mr Pyecroft told me to buy a ham and see life About how 
big a ham do you need' 1 ’ 

‘I don’t want any ham, thank you That’s the way up the 
wharf Gooi-night.’ 

‘Good-night!’ I retraced my steps, wandered in the dark tall I 
found a shop, and there purchased, of sardmes, canned tongue, 
lobster, and salmon, not less than half a hundredweight A 
belated sausage-shop supplied me with a partially cut ham of 
pantomime tonnage These things I, sweating, bore out to the 
edge of the wharf and set down in the shadow of a crane It was 
a clear, dark summer night, and from time to time I laughed 
happily to myself The adventure was preordained on the face 
of it Pyecroft alone, spurred or barefoot, would have drawn 
me very far from the paths of circumspection His advice to 
buy a ham and see life clinched it Presently Mr Pyecroft — I 
heard spurs clink - passed me. Then the jersey voice said 
‘What the mischief’s that?’ 

‘’Asn’t the visitor come aboard, Sir ? ’E told me he’d pur- 
posely abandoned the Pedantic for the pleasure of the trip with 
us Told me he was official correspondent for the Times', an’ I 
know he’s littery by the way ’e tries to talk Navy-talk Haven’t 
you seen ’im, Sir?’ 

Slowly and dispassionately the answer drawled long on the 
night, ‘Pye, you are without exception the biggest liar m the 
Service 1 ’ 

‘Then what am I to do with the bag, Sir? It’s marked with 
his name ’ There was a pause till Mr Moorshed said ‘Oh!’ m a 
tone which the listener might construe precisely as he pleased 

He was the maniac who wanted to buy a ham and see life — 
was he ? If he goes back to the Pedantic — 

‘Pre-asely, Sir Gives us all away. Sir ’ 

‘Then what possessed you to give it away to him, you owl?’ 

‘I’ve got his bag If ’e gives anything away, he’ll have to go 
naked ’ 
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At this point I thought it best to rattle my tins and step out 
of the shadow of the crane 

‘I’ve bought the ham,’ I called sweetly ‘Have you still any 
objection to my seeing hfe, Mr Moorshed?’ 

‘All right, if you’re insured Won’t you come down ? ’ 

I descended, Pyecroft, by a silent flank movement, possessing 
himself of all the provisions, which he bore to some hole forward 

‘Have you known Mr Pyecroft long ? ’ said my host 

‘Met him once, a year ago, at DevonporL What do you think 
of him ? ’ 

‘What do you think of him ? ’ 

‘I’ve left the Pedantic — her boat will be waiting for me at ten 
o’clock, too — simply because I happened to meet him,’ I 
replied 

‘That’s all right If you’ll come down below, we may get 
some grub ’ 

We descended a naked steel ladder to a steel-beamed tunnel, 
perhaps twelve feet long by six high Leather-topped lockers 
ran along either side, a swinging table, with tray and lamp 
above, occupied the centre Other furniture there was none 

‘You can’t shave here, of course We don’t wash, and, as a 
rule, we eat with our fingers when we’re at sea D’you mind?’ 

Mr Moorshed, black-haired, black-browed, sallow-com- 
plexioned, looked me over from head to foot and grinned He 
was not handsome in any way, but his smile drew the heart 
‘You didn’t happen to hear what Frankie told me from the 
flagship, did you? His last instructions, and I’ve logged ’em 
here in shorthand, were’ — he opened a neat pocket-book — 

Get out of this and conduct your own damned manoeuvres in 
your own damned tinker fashion 1 You're a disgrace to the Service , 
and your boat’s ojfal ” ’ 

‘AwfuP’ I said 

No — offal — tripes — swipes — ullage ’ Mr Pyecroft entered, 
in the costume of his calling, with the ham and an assortment 
of tm dishes, which he dealt out like cards 

I shall take these as my orders,’ said Mr Moorshed ‘I’m 

chucking the Service at the end of the year, so it doesn’t 
matter ’ ’ 
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We cut into the ham under the ill-tnmmed lamp, cashed it 
down with whisky, and then smoked From the forcside of the 
bulkhead came an uninterrupted hammering and clinking, and 
now and then a hiss of steam 

‘That’s Mr Hinchcliffe,’ said Pyecroft ‘He’s what is called a 
first-class engine-room artificer If you hand ’im a drum of oil 
an’ leave ’im alone, he can coax a stolen bicycle to do type- 
wntm’ ’ 

Very leisurely, at the end of his first pipe, Mr Moorshcd 
drew out a folded map, cut from a newspaper, of the area of 
manoeuvres, with the rules that regulate these wonderful things, 
below 


‘Well, I suppose I know as much as an average stick-and- 
stnng admiral,’ he said, yawning ‘Is our petticoat ready yet, 
Mr Pyecroft?’ 

As a preparation for naval manoeuvres these councils seemed 
inadequate I followed up the ladder into the gloom cast by the 
wharf edge and the big lumber-ship’s side As my eyes stretched 
to the darkness I saw that No 267 had miraculously sprouted 
an extra pair of funnels — soft, for they gave as I touched 
them 


‘More prima facie evidence You runs a rope fore an’ aft, an’ 
you erects perpendick-u-arly two canvas tubes, which you 
distends with cane hoops, thus ’avm’ as many funnels as a 
destroyer At the word o’ command, up they go like a parr of 
concertinas, an’ consequently collapses equally ’andy when 
requisite Comm’ aft we shall doubtless overtake the Dawhsh 
bathm’-machine proprietor fittrn’ on her bustle ’ 

Mr Pyecroft whispered this in my ear as Moorshed moved 
toward a group at the stern 

‘None of us who ain’t built that way can be destroyers, but 
w e can look as near it as we can Let me explain to you, Sir, that 
die stem of a Thomycroft boat, which we are not, comes out in 
a P ret ty bulge, totally different from the Yarrow mark, which 
we are not. But, on the other ’and, Dirk, Stiletto, Goblin, 
houl, Djtnn, and A-fnte — Red Fleet dee-stroyers with ’00m 
we hope to consort later on terms o’ perfect equality — are 
i nomycrofts, an’ carry that Grecian bend which we are now 



and Discoveries 

adjustin’ to our arriere-pensee — as the French 
means of painted canvas an’ iron rods bent as requisite. Between „ - 
you an’ me an’ Frankie, we arc the Gnome , now in the Fleet 
Reserve at Pompey - Portsmouth, I should say ’ . 

‘The first sea will carry it all away,’ said Moorshed,' leaning 
gloomily outboard, ‘but it will do for the present.’ 

‘We’ve a lot of pnma facie evidence about us,’ Mr Pyecroft 
went on ‘A first-class torpedo-boat sits lower in the water than 
a destroyer Hence we artificially raise our sides with a black 
canvas wash-streak to represent extra freeboard, at the same 
time paddlin’ out the cover of the forward three-pounder like 
as if it was a twelve-pounder, an’ variously fakin’ up the bows 
of ’er As you might say, we’ve took thought an’ added a cubic 
to our stature It’s our len’th that sugars us A ’undred an’ forty 
feet, which is our len’th, mto two ’undred and ten, which is 
about the Gnome's , leaves seventy feet over, which we haven’t 
got’ 

‘Is this all your own notion, Mr Pyecroft?’ I asked. 

‘In spots, you might say - yes, though we all contributed to 
make up deficiencies But Mr Moorshed, not much carin’ for 
further Navy after what Frankie said, certainly threw himself 
into the part with avidity ’ t 

‘What the dickens are we going to do?’ 

‘Speaking as a seaman gunner, I should say we’d wait till the 
sights came on, an’ then fire Speakin’ as a torpedo-coxswain, 
LTO,TI,MD,etc,I presume we fall in — Number One 
m rear of the tube, etc , secure tube to ball or diaphragm, clear 
away secunn’-bar, release safety-pin from lockin’-levers, an’ 
pray Heaven to look down on us As second in command o’ 267* 

I say wait an’ see!’ 

‘What’s happened? We’re off,’ I said The timber-ship had 
slid away from us 

‘We are Stem first, an’ broadside on! If we don’t hit any- 
thing too hard, we’ll do ’ 

‘Come on the bridge,’ said Mr Moorshed I saw no bridge, 
but fell over some sort of conning-tower forward, near which t 
was a wheel For the next few minutes I was more occupied 
with cursing my own folly than with the science of navigation 
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Therefore I cannot say how we got out of Weymouth Harbour, 
nor why it was necessary to turn sharp to the left and wallow m 
what appeared to be surf 

^Excuse me, 5 said Mr Pyecroft behind us, ‘I don’t mind 
raramin’ a bathin’ -machine, but if only one of them week-end 
Weymouth blighters has thrown his empty baccy-tm into the 
sea here, we’ll rip our plates open on it, 267 isn’t the Archi- 
mandrite's old cutter ’ 

‘I am hugging the shore,’ was the answer 
‘There’s no actual ’arm in huggin’, but it can come expensive 
if pursooed ’ 

‘Right O'’ said Moorshed, putting down the wheel, and as we 
left those scant waters I felt 267 move more freely 
A thin cough ran up the speaking-tube 
‘Well, what is it, Mr Hmchchffe ? ’ said Moorshed 
‘I merely wished to report that she is still continuin' to go, Sir ’ 
‘Right O' Can we whack her up to fifteen, d’you think?’ 

‘I’ll try, Sir, but we’d prefer to have the engine-room hatch 
open — at first. Sir ’ 

Whacked up then she was, and for half an hour we careered 
largely through the night, turning at last with a suddenness that 
slung us across the narrow deck. 

‘This,’ said Mr Pyecroft, who received me on his chest as a 
large rock receives a shadow, ‘represents the Gnome amvin’ 
cautious from the direction o’ Portsmouth, with Admiralty 
orders ’ 

He pointed through the darkness ahead, and after much 
staring my eyes opened to a dozen destroyers, in two lines, 
some few hundred yards away 

‘Those are the Red Fleet, destroyer flotilla, which is too frail 
to panic about among the full-blooded cruisers inside Portland 
breakwater, and several millimetres too excited over the ap- 
proachm’ war to keep a look-out inshore Hence our tatties'’ 
We wailed through our siren - a long, malignant, hyena-like 
howl - and a voice hailed us as we went astern tumultuously. 

‘The Gnome - Cartcret-Jones - from Portsmouth, with orders 
-mm — mm — Stiletto Moorshed answered through the 
megaphone m a high, whining voice, rather like a chaplain’s 
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‘Who?’ was the answer 
‘Carter - et — Jones ’ 

‘Oh Lord'’ 

There was pause, a voice cried to some friend, ‘It’s Podgic, 
adrift on the high seas in charge of a whole dec-stroycr'’ 
Another voice echoed, ‘Podgie!’ and from its note I gathered 
that Mr Carteret-Jones had a reputation, but not for independ- 
ent command 

‘Who’s your sub?’ said the first speaker, a shadow on the 
bridge of the Dirk 

‘A gunner at present, Sir The Stiletto — broken down - 
turns over to us ’ 

‘When did the Stiletto break down' 1 ’ 

‘Off the Start, Sir, two hours after — after she left here this 
evening, I believe' My orders are to report to you for the 
manoeuvre signal-codes, and join Commander Hignett’s flotilla, 
which is in attendance on Stiletto ’ 

A smothered chuckle greeted this last Moorshcd’s voice was 
high and uneasy Said Pyecroft, with a sigh ‘The amount o’ 
trouble me an’ my bright spurs ’ad fishin’ out that information 
from torpedo-coxswains and similar blighters in pubs, all this 
afternoon, you would never believe ’ 

‘But has the Stiletto broken down?’ I asked weakly 
‘How else are wc to get Red Fleet’s private signal-code? 
Anyway, if she ’asn’t now, she will before manoeuvres arc 
ended It’s only executin’ m anticipation ’ 

‘Go astern and send your coxswain aboard for orders, Mr 
Jones ’ Water carries sound well, but I do not know whether we 
were intended to hear the next sentence ‘They must have given 
him one intelligent keeper ’ 

That’s me,’ said Mr Pyecroft, as a black and coal-stained 
dinghy — I did not foresee how well I should come to know 
her — was flung overside by three men ‘Havin’ bought an 

am, we will now see life ’ He stepped into the boat and was 
away 

I say, Podgie!’ - the speaker was m the last of the line of 
destroyers, as we thumped astern — ‘aren’t you lonely out 
there?’ 
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‘Oh, don’t rag me 1 ’ said Moorshed ‘Do you suppose I’ll have 
to manoeuvre with your flo-tilla?’ 

‘No, Podgic* I’m pretty sure our commander vail see you 
sifting cinders m Tophet before you come with our flo-ulla ’ 
‘Thanh you* She steers rather wild at high speeds ’ 

Two men laughed together 

‘By the way, who is Mr Cartcrct-Joncs when he’s at home' 1 ’ I 
whispered 

‘I was with him m the Britannia I didn’t like him much, but 
I’m grateful to him now I must tell him so some day ’ 

‘They seemed to know him hereabouts ’ 

‘He rammed the Caryatid twice with her own stcam-pin- 
nacc ’ 

Presently, moved by long strokes, Mr Pyccroft returned, 
skimming across the dark The dinghy swung up behind him, 
even as his heel spumed it 

‘Commander Fasset’s compliments to Mr L Cartcret-Jones, 
and the sooner he digs out in pursuance of Admiralty orders as 
received at Portsmouth, the better pleased Commander Fasset 
will be But there’s a lot more — ’ 

‘Whack her up, Mr Hmchcliffc' Come on to the bridge We 
can settle it as we go Well?’ 

Mr Pyecroft drew an important breath, and slid off his cap 
Day an’ night pm ate signals of Red Fleet complete, Sir!’ He 
handed a little paper to Moorshed ‘You see, Sir, the trouble 
vas, that Mr Cartcret-Jones bein’, so to say, a little new to his 
duties, ’ad forgot to give ’is gunner his Admiralty orders in 
w’ritm , but, as I told Commander Fasset, Mr Jones had been 
repeatin’ ’em to me, nervous-like, most of the way from 
ortsmouth, so I knew ’em by heart — an’ better The Com- 
mander, recognizin’ in me a man of agility, cautioned me to be 
a father an’ mother to Mr Carteret-Jones ’ 

Didn’t he know you 5 ’ I asked, thinking for the moment that 
ere could be no duplicates of Emanuel Pyccroft in the Navy 
What’s a torpedo-gunner more or less to a full lootenant 
commandin’ six thirty-knot destroyers for the first time? ’E 
seemed to cherish the ’ope that ’e might use the Gnome for ’is 
own omble purposes, but what I told him about Mr Jones’s 
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sad lack o’ nerve comm’ from Pompey, an’ going dead slow on 
account of the dark, short-circuited that connection “M’rover,” 
I says to him, “our orders is explicit, Stiletto's reported broke 
down somewhere off the Start, an’ we’ve been tryin’ to coil 
down a new stiff wire hawser all the evenin’, so it looks like 
towin’ ’er back, don’t it ? ” I says That more than ever jams his 
turrets, an’ makes him keen to get rid of us ’E even hinted that 
Mr Carteret-Jones passin’ hawsers an’ assistin’ the impotent in 
a sea-way might come pretty expensive on the taxpayer I agreed 
m a disciplined way I ain’t proud Gawd knows I ain’t proud! 
But when I’m really diggin’ out in the fancy hne, I sometimes 
think that me m a copper punt, single-’anded, ’ud beat a cutter- 
full of De Rougemongs in a row round the fleet ’ 

At this point I reclined without shame on Mr Pyecroft’s 
bosom, supported by his quivering arm 

‘WelP’ said Moorshed, scowling into the darkness, as 267’s 
bows snapped at the shore seas of the broader Channel, and we 
swayed together 

‘“You’d better go on,” says Commander Fasset, “an’ do 
what you’re told to do I don’t envy Hignett if he has to dry- 
nurse the Gnome's commander But what d’you want with 
signals?” ’e says “It’s criminal lunacy to trust Mr Jones with 
anything that steams ” 

‘“May I make an observation, Sir ? ” I says “Suppose,” I 
says, “you was torpedo-gunner on the Gnome, an’ Mr Carteret- 
Jones was your commandin’ officer, an’ you had your reputation 
as a second m command for the first time,” I says, well knowm’ 
it was his first command of a flotilla, “what ’ud you do, Sir?” 
That gouged ’is unprotected ends open — clear back to the 
citadel ’ 

What did he say?’ Moorshed jerked over his shoulder 

If you were Mr Carteret-Jones, it might be disrespect for 
me to repeat it, Sir ’ 

^Go ahead,’ I heard the boy chuckle 
Do? ’e says “I’d rub the young blighter’s nose into it till 
made a penshm’ man of him, or a perspirin’ pillow-case,” ’e 

says, which, he adds, “is forty per cent more than he is at 
present ” 
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‘Whilst he’s gettin’ the private signals — they’re rather par- 
ticular ones — I went forrard to see the Dirk's gunner about 
borrowin’ a holdin’-down bolt for our twelve-pounder My 
open ears, while I was rovin’ o\ er his packet, got the followin’ 
authentic particulars ’ I heard his voice change and his feet 
shifted ‘There’s been a last council o’ war of destroyer-captains 
at the flagship, an’ a lot o’ things ’as come out To begin with, 
Cryptic and Devolution , Captain Panke and Captain Malan — ’ 

1 Cryptic and Devolution , first-class cruisers,’ said Mr 
Moorshed dreamily ‘Go on, Pjecroft ’ 

‘-bein’ dclajed by minor defects m engine-room, did no/, as 
we know, accompany Red Fleet’s first division of scouting 
cruisers, whose rendezvous is unknown, but presumed to be 
somewhere off the Lizard Cryptic an’ Devolution left at 9 30 
P m stall reportin’ copious minor defects in engine-room 
Admiral’s final instructions was they was to put into Torbay, 
an mend themselves there If they can do it in twenty-four 
hours, thej ’re to come on and join the battle squadron at the 
first rendezvous, down Channel somewhere (I couldn’t get 
that, Sir ) If they can’t, he’ll think about sendm’ them some 
destroyers for escort But his present intention is to go ’ammer 
fl nd tongs down Channel, usin’ ’is destroyers for all they’re 
worth, an’ thus keepm’ Blue Fleet too busy off the Irish coast 
to sniff mto any eshtuanes ’ 

5 ® ut if those cruisers are crocks, why does the Admiral let 
em out of Weymouth at all?’ I asked 
The taxpayer,’ said Mr Moorshed 

An’ newspapers,’ added Mr Pyecroft. ‘In Torbay they’ll 
t>ok as they was muckin’ about for strategical purposes — 
ammenn’ like blazes in the engme-room all the weary day, an’ 
e skipper droppin’ questions down the engme-room hatch 
every two or three minutes Fve been there Now, Sir ? ’ I saw 
e white of his eye turn broad on Mr Moorshed 
1 he boy dropped his chin over the speaking-tube 
Mr Hinchcliffe, what’s her extreme economical radius?’ 
Three hundred and forty knots, down to swept bunkers ’ 
do,’ said Moorshed ‘By the way, have her revolutions 
any fi ea nng on her speed, Mr Hinchcliffe^’ 
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‘None that I can make out yet, Sir ’ 

‘Then slow to eight knots We’ll jog down to forty-nine, 
forty-five, or four about, and three east That puts us say forty 
miles from Torbay by nine o’clock tomorrow morning We’ll 
have to muck about till dusk before we run m and try our luck 
with the cruisers ’ 

‘Yes, Sir Their picket boats will be panickm’ round them all 
night It’s considered good for the young gentlemen ’ 

‘Hallo! War’s declared* They’re off!’ said Moorshed 
He swung 267’s head round to get a better view A few miles 
to our right the low horizon was spangled with small balls of 
fire, while nearer ran a procession of tiny cigar ends 

‘Red hot! Set ’em alight,’ said Mr Pyecroft ‘That’s the 
second destroyer flotilla diggm’ out for Commander Fasset’s 
reputation ’ 

The smaller lights disappeared, the glare of the destroyers’ 
funnels dwindled even as we watched 

‘They’re going down Channel with lights out, thus showm’ 
their zeal an’ drivm’ all watch-officers crazy Now, if you’ll 
excuse me, I think I’ll get you your pyjamas, an’ you’ll turn in,’ 
said Pyecroft. 

He piloted me to the steel tunnel, where the ham stall swung 
majestically over the swaying table, and dragged out trousers 
and a coat with a monk’s hood, all hewn from one hairy inch- 
thick board 

‘If you fall over m these you’ll be drowned They’re lammies 
I’ll chock you off with a pillow, but sleepin’ in a torpedo-boat’s 
what you might call an acquired habit ’ 

I coded down on an iron-hard horse-hair pdlow next the 
quivering steel wall to acquire that habit The sea, sliding over 
267 s skin, worried me with importunate, half-caught confi- 
dences It drummed tackily to gather my attention, coughed, 
spat, cleared its throat, and, on the eve of that portentous 
communication, retired up stage as a multitude whispering 
Anon, I caught the tramp of armies afoot, the hum of crowded 
cities awaiting the event, the single sob of a woman, and dry 
roaring of wild beasts A dropped shovel clanging on the 
stokehold floor was, naturally enough, the unbarring of arena 
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gates, our sucking uplift across the crest of some little swell, 
nothing less than the haling forth of new worlds, our half- 
turning descent into the hollow of its mate, the abysmal plunge 
of God-forgotten planets Through all these phenomena and 
more — though I ran with wild horses over illimitable plains of 
rustling grass, though I crouched belly-flat under appalling 
fires of musketry, though I w r as Livingstone, painless and in- 
curious in the grip of his lion — my shut eyes saw the lamp 
swinging in its gimbals, the irregularly gliding patch of light on 
the steel ladder, and c\ery elastic shadow in the comers of the 
frail angle-irons, while my body strove to accommodate itself 
to the infernal vibration of the machine At the last I rolled 
limply on the floor, and woke to real life with a bruised nose 
and a great call to go on deck at once 

‘It’s all right,’ said a voice in my booming ears ‘Morgan and 
Laughton are worse than you 1 .’ 

I was gripping a rail Mr Pyecroft pointed with his foot to 
two bundles beside a torpedo-tube, which at Weymouth had 
been a signaller and a most able seaman ‘She’d do better m a 
bigger sea,’ said Mr Pyecroft ‘This lop is what fetches it up ’ 
The sky behind us whitened as I laboured, and the first 
dawn drove down the Channel, tipping the wave-tops with a 
chill glare To me that round wind which runs before the true 
day has ever been fortunate and of good omen It cleared the 
trouble from my body, and set my soul dancing to 267’s heel 
and toe across the northerly set of the waves — such waves as I 
had often watched contemptuously from the deck of a ten- 
thousand-ton finer They shouldered our little hull sideways 
and passed, scalloped, and splayed, out, toward the coast, 
carrying our white wake in loops along their hollow backs In 
succession we looked down a lead-grey cutting of water for half 
a dear mile, were flung up on its ndge, beheld the Channel 
traffic — full-sailed to that fair breeze — all about us, and swung 
slantwise, fight as a bladder, elastic as a basket, into the next 
furrow Then the sun found us, struck the wet grey bows to 
hvmg, leapmg opal, the colourless deep to hard sapphire, the 
man y sails to pearl, and the little steam-plume of our escape to 
att inconstant rainbow 
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‘A fair day and a fair wind for all, thank God*’ said Emanuel 
Pyccroft, throwing back the cowl-like hood of his blanket coat 
His face was pitted with coal-dust and grime, pallid for lack of 
sleep, but his eyes shone like a gull’s 

‘I told you you’d sec life Think o’ the Pedantic now Think 
o’ her Number One chasin’ the mobilized gobbles round the 
lower deck flats Think o’ the pore little snotties now bein’ 
washed, fed, and taught, an’ the yeoman o’ signals with a pink 
eye wakm’ bright ’an brisk to another penshm’ day of five-flag 
hoists Whereas we shall caulk an’ smoke cigarettes, same as the 
Spanish destroyers did for three weeks after war was declared ’ 
He dropped into the wardroom singing 

If you’re going to marry me, marry me. Bill, 

It’s no use muckin’ about 1 

The man at the wheel, uniformed in what had once been a 
Tam-o’-shanter, a pair of very worn R M L I trousers rolled 
up to the knee, and a black sweater, was smoking a cigarette 
Moorshcd, m a grey Balaclava and a brown mackintosh with a 
flapping cape, hauled at our supplementary funnel guys, and a 
thing 111 e a waiter from a Soho restaurant sat at the head of the 
engme-room ladder exhorting the unseen below The following 
wind beat down our smoke and covered all things with an inch- 
thick layer of stokers, so that eyelids, teeth, and feet gritted m 
their motions I began to see that my previous experiences 
among battleships and cruisers had been altogether beside the 
mark 


Part II 

The wind went down with the sunset — 

The fog cam c up with the tide. 

When the Witch of the North took an Egg-shell (hi) 
With a little Blue Devil inside 
‘Sink,’ she said, ‘or swim,’ she said, 

‘It’s all you will get from me 
And that is the finish of him!’ she said, 

And the Egg-shell went to sea 
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The wind got up with the morning, 

And the fog blew off with the rain. 

When the Witch of the North saw the Egg-shell 
And the little Blue Devil again 
T)id you swim 5 ’ she said ‘Did you sink?’ she said, 
And the little Blue Devil replied 
‘For myself I swam, but I think,’ he said, 

‘There’s somebody sinking outside.’ 


But for the small detail that I was a passenger and a civilian, 
and might not alter her course, torpedo-boat No 267 was mine 
to me all that priceless day Moorshed, after breakfast - frizzled 
ham and a devil that Pyecroft made out of sardines, anchovies, 
and French mustard smashed together with a spanner - showed 
me his few and simple navigating tools, and took an observation 
Morgan, the signaller, let me hold the chamois leathers while he 
cleaned the searchlight (we seemed to be better equipped with 
electricity than most of our class), that hved under a bulbous 
umbrella-cover amidships Then Pyecroft and Morgan, 
standing easy, talked together of the King’s Service as reformers 
and revolutionists, so notably, that were I not engaged on this 
tale I would, for its conclusion, substitute theirs 
I would speak of Hmchcliffe — Henry Salt Hinchcliffe, 
first-class engine-room artificer, and gemus m his line, who 
was prouder of having taken part m the Hat Crusade m his 
youth than of all his daring, his skill, and his nickel-steel nerve 
I consorted with him for an hour in the packed and dancing 
engine-room, when Moorshed suggested ‘whacking her up’ to 
eighteen knots, to see if she would stand it. The floor was 
ankle-deep in a creamy batter of oil and water, each moving 
part flicking more oil m zoetrope-circles, and the gauges in- 
visible for them dizzy chattering on the chattering steel bulk- 
head Leading stoker Grant, said to be a bigamist, an ox-eyed 
man smothered in hair, took me to the stokehold and planted 
me between a searing white furnace and some hell-hot iron 
plate for fifteen minutes, while I listened to the drone of fans 
and the worry of the sea without, striving to wrench all that 
Palpitating firepot wide open 

Then I came on deck and watched Moorshed - revolving in 
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his orbit from the canvas bustle and torpedo-tubes aft, by way of 
engine-room, conning-tower, and wheel, to the doll’s house of a 
foc’sle - learned m experience withheld from me, moved by laws 
beyond my knowledge, authoritative, entirely adequate, and yet, 
in heart, a child at his play / could not take ten steps along the 
crowded deck but I collided with some body or thing, but he and 
his satellites swung, passed, and returned on their vocations with 
the freedom and spaciousness of the well-poised stars 

Even now I can at will recall every tone and gesture, with 
each dissolving picture mboard or overside — Hinchckffe’s 
white arm buried to the shoulder in a hornet’s nest of spinning 
machinery, Moorshed’s halt and jerk to windward as he looked 
across the water, Pyecroft’s back bent over the Berthon col- 
lapsible boat, while he drilled three men in expanding it swiftly, 
the outflung white water at the foot of a homeward-bound 
Chinaman not a hundred yards away, and her shadow-slashed, 
rope-purfled sails bulging sideways like msolent cheeks, the 
ribbed and pitted coal-dust on our decks, all iridescent under 
the sun, the first filmy haze that paled the shadows of our 
funnels about lunch-time, the gradual die-down and dulling 
over of the short, cheery seas, the sea that changed to a swell, 
the swell that crumbled up and ran allwhither oilily, the trium- 
phant, almost audible roll inward of wandering fog-walls that 
had been stalking us for two hours, and — welt upon welt, chill 
as the grave — the dnve of the interminable mam fog of the 
Atlantic We slowed to little more than steerage-way and lay 
listening Presently a hand-bellows foghorn jarred like a 
corncrake, and there rattled out of the mist a big ship literally 
above us We could count the rivets in her plates as we scrooped 
by, and the little drops of dew gathered below them 

Wonder why they’re always barks — always steel — always 
four-masted — an’ never less than two thousand tons But they 
are, said Pyecroft He was out on the turtle-backed bows of 

her, Moorshed was at the wheel, and another man worked the 
whisde 

IS thing could ha’ happened to us,’ said 

T-T°i°i rS t» C( ^ ^ ^ ves us our c hance to run in on the quiet . . 
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A cracked bell rang Clean and sharp (beautifully grained, 
too), a bowsprit surged over our starboard bow, the bobstay 
confidentially hooking itself into our forward rail 
I saw Pyecroft’s arm fly up, heard at the same moment the 
severing of the tense rope, the working of the wheel, 
Moorshed’s voice down the tube saying, ‘Astern a little, please, 
Mr Hinchchffet’ and Pyecroft’s cry, ‘Trawler with her gear 
downl Look out for our propeller, Sir, or we’ll be wrapped up 
in the rope ’ 

267 surged quickly under my feet, as the pressure of the 
downward-beanng bobstay was removed Half-a-dozen men of 
the foc’sle had already thrown out fenders, and stood by to 
bear off a just visible bulwark 

Stall going astern, we touched slowly, broadside on, to a 
suggestive crunching of fenders, and I looked into the deck of a 
Bnxham trawler, her crew struck dumb 
‘Any luck ? ’ said Moorshed politely 

‘Not till we met yeou,’ was the answer ‘The Lard he saved 
us from they big ships to be spitted by the little wan Where 
be’e gwme tu with our fine new bobstay- 1 ’ 

‘Yah! You’ve had time to splice it by now,’ said Pyecroft 
with contempt 

‘Aie, but we’m all crushed to port like aigs You was runnin’ 
twenty-seven knots, us reckoned it. Didn’t us, Albert?’ 

‘Liker twenty-nine, an’ mver no whistle ’ 

‘Yes, we always do that Do you want a tow to Bnxham ? ’ said 
Moorshed. 

A great silence fell upon those wet men of the sea. 

We lifted a little toward their side, but our silent, quick- 
breathing crew, braced and strained outboard, bore us off as 
though we had been a mere picket-boat. 

What for?’ said a puzzled voice 

For love, for nothing You’ll be abed in Bnxham by mid- 
night ’ 

‘Yiss, but trawl’s down ’ 

No hurry I’ll pass you a line and go ahead Smg out when 
you’re ready ’ A rope smacked on their deck with the word, 
they made it fast, we slid forward, and m ten seconds saw 
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nothing save a few feet of the wire rope running into fog over 
our stem, but we heard the noise of debate 

‘Catch a Bnxham trawler letting go of a free tow in a fog,’ 
said Moorshed, listening 

‘But what m the world do you want him for ? ’ I asked 
‘Oh, he’ll come in handy later ’ 

‘Was that your first collision 

‘Yes ’ I shook hands with him in silence, and our tow hailed 
us 

‘Aie 1 yeou little man-o’-war!’ The voice rose muffled and 
wailing ‘After us’ve upped trawl, us’il be glad of a tow Leave 
line just slack abaout as ’ns now, and kip a good fine look-out 
be’md ’ee ’ 

‘There’s an accommodatin’ blighter for you 1 ’ said Pyecroft 
‘Where does he expect we’ll be, with these currents evolutm’ 
like sailormen at the Agricultural HalP’ 

I left the bridge to watch the wire-rope at the stem as it drew 
out and smacked down upon the water By what instinct or 
guidance 267 kept it from foulmg her languidly flapping 
propeller, I cannot tell The fog now thickened and thinned in 
streaks that bothered the eyes like the glare of intermittent 
flash-lamps, by turns granting us the vision of a sick sun that 
leered and fled, or burying all a thousand fathom deep in gulfs 
of vapours At no time could we see the trawler though we 
heard the click of her windlass, the jar of her trawl-beam, and 
the very flap of the fish on her deck Forward was Pyecroft 
with the lead, on the bridge Moorshed paw'ed a Channel chart, 
aft sat I, listening to the whole of the British Mercantile Marine 
(never a keel less) returning to England, and watching the fog- 
dew run round the bight of the tow back to its mother-fog 
‘Aie 1 yeou little man-o’-war' We’m done with trawl You can 
take us home if you know the road ’ 

‘Right O’’ said Moorshed ‘We’ll give the fishmonger a run 
for his money Whack her up, Mr HmchclifTe ’ 

The next few hours completed my education I saw that I 
ought to be afraid, but more clearly (this was when a liner 
hooted down the back of my neck) that any fear which would 
begin to do justice to the situation would, if yielded to, m- 
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capacitate me for the rest of my days A shadow of spread sails, 
deeper than the darkening twilight, broodmg over us like the 
wings of Azrael (Pyecroft said she was a Swede), and mir- 
aculously withdrawn, persuaded me that there was a working 
chance that I should reach the beach — any beach — alive, if not 
dry, and (this was when an economical tramp laved our port- 
rail with her condenser water) were I so spared, I vowed I 
would tell my tale worthily 

Thus we floated in space as souls drift through raw time 
Night added herself to the fog, and I laid hold on my limbs 
jealously, lest they, too, should melt m the general dissolution 
‘Where’s that prevaricatin’ fishmonger?’ said Pyecroft, 
turning a lantern on a scant yard of the gleaming wire-rope that 
pomted like a stick to my left. ‘He’s doin’ some fancy steerin’ 
on his own No wonder Mr Hinchcliffe is blasphemious The 
tow’s sheered off to starboard, Sir He’ll fair pull the stern out 
of us ’ 

Moorshed, invisible, cursed through the megaphone into 
invisibility 

‘Aie' yeou little man-o’-warP The voice butted through the 
fog with the monotonous insistence of a strayed sheep’s ‘We 
don’t all like the road you’m takm’ ’Tis no road to Bnxham 
You’ll be buckled up under Prawle Point by’mbye ’ 

Do you pretend to know where you are?’ the megaphone 
roared 

‘Iss, I reckon, but there’s no pretence to me'’ 

‘O Peter!’ said Pyecroft ‘Let’s hang him at ’is own gaff’ 

I could not see what followed, but Moorshed said ‘Take 
another man with you If you lose the tow, you’re done I’ll 
slow her down ’ 

I heard the dinghy splash overboard ere I could cry ‘Murder!’ 
Heard the rasp of a boat-hook along the wire-rope, and then, as 
it had been m my ear, Pyecroft’s enormous and jubilant bellow 
astern ‘Why, he’s here! Right atop of us! The blighter ’as 
pouched half the tow, like a shark!’ A long pause filled with 
soft Devonian bleatmgs Then Pyecroft, solo arpeggio ‘Rum? 
Rum? Rum? Is that all? Come an’ try it, uncle ’ 

I lifted my face to where once God’s sky had been, and 
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besought The Trues I might not die inarticulate, amid these 
half-worked miracles, but live at least till my fellow-mortals 
could be made one-millionth as happy as I was happy I prayed 
and I waited, and we went slow — slow as the processes of 
evolution - till the boat-hook rasped again 

‘He’s not what you might call a scientific navigator,’ said 
Pyecroft, still m the dinghy, but rising like a fairy from a 
pantomime trap ‘The lead’s what ’c goes by mostly, rum is 
what he’s come for, an’ Brixham is ’is ’ome Lay on, 
Macduff 1 ’ 

A white-whiskered man m a frock-coat - as I live by bread, a 
frock-coat 1 — sea-boots, and a comforter, crawled over the 
torpedo-tube into Moorshcd’s grip and vanished forward 
‘ ’E’ll probably ’old three gallon (look sharp with that 
dinghy'), but ’is nephew, left in charge of the Agatha , wants 
two bottles command-allowance You’re a taxpayer, Sir Do 
you think that excessive 5 ’ 

‘Lead there! Lead!’ rang out from forward 
‘Didn’t I say ’e wouldn’ understand compass deviations? 
Watch him close It’ll be worth it!’ 

As I neared the bridge I heard the stranger say ‘Let me 
zmell un!’ and to his nose was the lead presented by a trained 
man of the King’s Navy 

‘I’ll tell ’ee where to goo, if yeou’ll tell your donkey-man 
what to du I’m no hand wi’ steam ’ On these lines we proceeded 
miraculously, and, under Moorshed’s orders — I was the fisher- 
man’s Ganymede, even as ‘M dc C ’ had served the captain — I 
found both rum and curasoa in a locker, and mixed them equal 
bulk in an enamelled iron cup 

‘Now we’m just abeam o’ where we should be,’ he said at 
last, ‘an’ here we’ll lay tall she lifts I’d take ’e m for another 
bottle — and wan for my nevvy, but I reckon yeou’m shart- 
allowanced for rum That’s nivver no Navy rum yeou’m give 
me Knowcd ’ee by the smack tu un Anchor now'’ 

I was between Pyecroft and Moorshed on the bridge, and 
heard them spring to vibrating attention at my side A man with 
a lead a few feet to port caught the panic through my body, and 
checked like a wild boar at gaze, for not far away an un- 
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mistakable ship’s bell was ringing It ceased, and another 
began 

‘Them 1 ’ said Pjccroft ‘Anchored 1 ’ 

‘Morel’ said our pilot, passing me the cup, and I filled it 
The trawler astern clattered vehemently on her bell Pjecroft 
with a jerk of his arm threw loose the forward three-pounder 
The bar of the back-sight was heavily blobbed with dew, the 
foresight was invisible 

‘No - thc> wouldn’t ha\e their picket-boats out m this 
weather, though they ought to ’ He returned the barrel to its 
crotch slowly 

‘Be ycou gwune to anchor 5 ’ said Macduff, smacking his lips, 
‘or be yeou gwmc straight on to Lncrmcad Beach 5 ’ 

‘Tell him what w e’re driving at Get it into his head somehow ,’ 
said Moorshed, and Pyecroft, snatching the cup from me, en- 
folded the old man with an arm and a mist of wonderful words 

‘And if you pull it off,’ said Moorshed at the last, ‘I’ll give 
you a fiver ’ 


‘Lard! What’s fivers to me, young man 5 My newy, he likes 
em, but I do cherish more on fine drink than filthy lucre any 
day o’ God’s good weeks Leave goo my arm, yeou common 
sailorman! I tall ’ee, gentlemen, I bam’t the ram-faced, ruddle- 
nosed old fulc yeou reckon I be Before the mast I’ve fared m 
my time, fisherman I’ve been since I seed the unsense of sea- 
dangerin’ Baccy and spirits — yiss, an’ cigars too, I’ve run a 
P enty I’m no blind harse or boy to be coaxed with your forty- 
mile free towin’ and rum atop of all There’s none more sober 
^x’am this tide, I don’t care who ’tis — than me 1 know — I 
ow Yander’m two great King’s ships Yeou’m wishful to 
®mk, bum, and destroy they while us kips ’em busy sellm’ fish 
° need tall me so twanty taime over Us’ll find they ships’ 
s find ’em, if us has to break our fine new bowsprit so close 
as Crump’s bulks horn’’ 

Good egg!’ quoth Moorshed, and A brought his hand down on 
Vl ^ s ^ ou ^ ers w ith the smack of a beaver’s tad 

s 11 go look for they by hand Us’ll give they something to 
j ' a v, u P 0n > an’ do ’ee deal with them faithfully, an’ may the 
a have mercy on your sowls’ Amen Put I m dinghy again ’ 
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The fog was as dense as ever - we moved in the very womb 
of night - but I cannot recall that I took the faintest note of it 
as the dinghy, guided by the tow-rope, disappeared toward the 
Agatha , Pyecroft rowing The bell began again on the starboard 
bow 

‘We’re pretty near,’ said Moorshed, slowing down ‘Out with 
the Berthon ( We'll sell ’em fish, too ) And if anyone rows 
Navy-stroke, I’ll break his jaw with the tiller Mr Hmchcliffc’ 
(this down the tube), ‘you’ll stay here in charge with Gregor) 
and Shergold and the engine-room staff Morgan stays, too, for 
signalling purposes ’ A deep groan broke from Morgan’s chest, 
but he said nothing ‘If the fog thins and you’re seen by any- 
one, keep ’em quiet with the signals I can’t think of the precise 
lie just now, but you can, Morgan ’ 

‘Yes, Sir ’ 

‘Suppose their torpedo-nets arc down?’ I whispered, shiver- 
ing with excitement 

‘If they’ve been repairing minor defects all day, they won’t 
have anyone to spare from the engine-room, and “Out nets'” is 
a job for the whole ship’s company I expect they’ve trusted to 
the fog - like us Well, Pyecroft?’ 

That great soul had blown up on to the bridge like a feather 
‘ ’Ad to see the first o’ the rum into the Agat kites, Sir They w r as 
a bit jealous o’ their commandin’ officer comm’ ’ome so richly 
lacquered, and at first the conversazione languished, as you 
might say But they sprang to attention ere I left Six sharp 
strokes on the bells, if any of ’em are sober enough to keep 
tally, will be the signal that our consort ’as cast off her tow an’ 
is manoeuvrin’ on ’er own ’ 

Right O! Take Laughton with you in the dinghy Put that 
Berthon over quietly there' Are you all right, Mr Hmchcliffc?’ 

I stood back to avoid the rush of half-a-dozen shadows 
dropping into the Berthon boat A hand caught me by the slack 
of my garments, moved me m generous arcs through the night, 
and I rested on the bottom of the dinghy 

I want you for pnma facie evidence, m ease the vaccination 
don t take,’ said Pyecroft in my ear ‘Push off, Alfl’ 

The last bell-nngmg was high overhead It was followed by 
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: little tinkles from the Agatha , the roar of her falling anchor, 
e clash of pans, and loose shouting 

‘Where be gwinc tu 5 Port your ’cllum Ate' you mud-dredger 
the fairway, goo astern' Out boats' She 11 sink us' 

A clear-cut Navy \oicc drawled from the clouds Quiet' you 
irdcncrs there This is the Ciypttc at anchor 
‘Thank you for the range,’ said Pyccroft, and paddled 
mgcrly ‘Feel well out in front of you, Alf Remember y r our 
it fist is our only Marconi installation 1 
The \oices resumed 
‘Bournemouth steamer he says she be ’ 

‘Then where be Brixham Harbor^’ 

‘Damme, I’m a taxpayer tu Thcy’v c no right to cruise about 
his way I’ll have the laa on ’ee if anything carries away 
Then the man-of-war 

‘Short on your anchor' Heave short, you howling maniacs! 
You’ll get yourselves smashed in a minute if you drift ’ 

The air was full of these and other voices as the dinghy, 
checking, swung I passed one hand down Laughton’s stretched 
arm and felt an iron gooseneck and a foot or tw o of a backward- 
sloping torpedo-net boom The other hand I laid on broad, cold 
iron - even the flank of H M S Cryptic , which is twelve thou- 
sand tons 

I heard a scrubby, raspy sound, as though Pyecroft had 
chosen that hour to shave, and I smelled paint ‘Drop aft a bit, 
Alf, we’ll put a stencil under the stem six-inch casements ’ 
Boom by boom Laughton slid the dinghy along the towering 
curved wall Once, twice, and again we stopped, and the keen 
scrubbing sound was renewed 

‘Umpires are ’ard-’earted blighters, but this ought to con- 
vince ’em Captain Panke’s stem-walk is now above our 
defenceless ’eads Repeat the evolution up the starboard side, 
Alf’ 

I was only conscious that we moved around an iron world 
palpitating with life Though my knowledge was all by touch - 
as, for example, when Pyecroft led my surrendered hand to the 
base of some bulging sponson, or when my palm closed on the 
knife-edge of the stem and patted it timidly — yet I felt lonely 
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and unprotected as the enormous, helpless ship was withdrawn, 
and we drifted away into the void where voices sang 

‘Tom Pearce, Tom Pearce, lend me thy grey mare, 

All along, out along, down along lea 1 

I want for to go to Widdicombc Fair 

With Bill Brewer, Sam Sewer, Peter Gurney, Harr) Haw l c, 

Old Uncle Tom Coble) an’ all!’ 

‘That’s old Smbad an’ ’is little lot from the Agatha 1 Give 
way, Alf* You might sing somethin’, too ’ 

‘I’m no burnin’ Patti Ain’t there noise enough for you, 
Pyc 5 ’ 

‘Yes, but it’s only amateurs Give me the tones of ’earth and 
’omc Ha* List to the blighter on the ’ori7on sayin’ his prayers, 
Navy-fashion ’Eaven ’elp me argue that way when I’m a 
warrant-officer*’ 

We headed with little lapping strokes toward what seemed to 
be a fair-sized not 

‘An’ I’ve ’card the Devolution called a happy ship, too,’ said 
Pyccroft. ‘Just shows ’ow a man’s misled by prejudice She’s 
peevish - that’s what she is — nasty-peevish Prob’ly all because 
the Agat kites arc scratching ’cr paint Well, rub along, Alf I’ve 
got the lymph 1 ’ 

A voice, which Mr Pyecroft assured me belonged to a chief 
carpenter, was speaking through an aperture (starboard bow 
twelve-pounder on the lower deck) He did not wish to purchase 
any fish, even at grossly reduced rates Nobody wished to buy 
any fish This ship was the Devolution at anchor, and desired no 
communication with shore boats 

Mark how the Navy ’olds its own He’s sober The Agathttes 
are not, as you might say, an’ yet they can’t live with ’im It’s 
the discipline that does it ’Ark to the bald an’ unconvincm’ 
watch-officer chimin’ in I wonder where Mr Moorshed has 
got to 5 ’ 

We drifted down the Devolution's side, as we had drifted 
down her sister’s, and we dealt with her in that dense gloom as 
we had dealt with her sister 

‘Whai! ’Tis a man-o’-war, after all! I can see the captain’s 
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whisker all gilt at the edges 1 We took ’ee for the Bournemouth 
steamer Three cheers for the real man-o’-war 1 ’ 

That cry came from under the Devolution's stem Pyecroft 
held something in his teeth, for I heard him mumble, ‘Our 
Mister Moorshed 1 ’ 

Said a boy’s voice abo\e us, just as wc dodged a jet of hot 
water from some val\e ‘I don’t half like that cheer If I’d been 
the old man I’d ha’ turned loose the quick-firers at the first go- 
off Aren’t they rowing Navy-stroke, yonder 5 ’ 

‘True,’ said Pyecroft, listening to retreating oars ‘It’s time to 
go ’ome when snotties begin to think The fog’s thinnin’, too ’ 
I felt a chill breath on my forehead, and saw a few feet of 
the steel stand out darker than the darkness, disappear — it was 
then the dinghy shot aw T ay from it — and emerge once more 
‘Hallo 1 what boat’s that 5 ’ said the \oice suspiciously 
‘Why, I do believe it’s a real man-o’-war, after all,’ said 
Pyecroft, and kicked Laughton 

‘What’s that for 5 ’ Laughton was no dramatist 
‘Answer in character, you blighter! Say somethin’ opposite ’ 
‘What boat’s thatt ? ’ The hail was repeated 
‘What do yee say-ay 5 ’ Pyecroft bellow r ed, and, under his 
breath to me ‘Give us a hand ’ 

‘It’s called the Marietta — F J Stokes - Torquay,’ I began, 
quavenngly ‘At least that’s the name on the name-board I’ve 
been dining — on a yacht ’ 

I see ’ The voice shook a little, and my way opened before 
me with disgraceful ease 

Yesh Dining private yacht Eshmesheralda I belong to 
orquay Yacht Club Are you member Torquay Yacht Club 5 ’ 
You’d better go to bed, Sir Good-night ’ We slid into the 
rapidly thinning Fog 

Dig out, Alf Put your nix mangiare back into it The fog’s 
peelin’ off like a petticoat "Where’s Two Six Seven?’ 

I can’t see her,’ I replied, ‘but there’s a light low down 
ahead ’ 

The Agatha !’ They rowed desperately through the uneasy 
,s Persal of the fog for ten minutes and ducked round the 
trawler’s bow 
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‘Well, Emanuel means “God with us” — so far ’ Pyecroft 
wiped his brow, laid a hand on the low rail, and as he boosted 
me up to the trawler, I saw Moorshed’s face, white as pearl in 
the thinning dark 

‘Was it all right?’ said he, over the bulwarks 
‘Vaccination ain’t in it She’s took beautiful But where’s 
267, Sir?’ Pyecroft replied 

‘Gone We came here as the fog lifted I gave the Devolution 
four Was that you behind us?’ 

‘Yes, sir, but I only got m three on the Devolution I gave the 
Cryptic nine, though They’re what you might call more or less 
vaccinated ’ 

He lifted me inboard, where Moorshed and six pirates lay 
around the Agatha’s hatch There was a hint of daylight in the 
cool air 

‘Where is the old man?’ I asked 

‘Still selling ’em fish, I suppose He’s a darling! But I wish I 
could get this filthy paint off my hands Hallo! What the deuce 
is the Cryptic signalling?’ 

A pale masthead light winked through the last of the fog It 
was answered by a white pencil to the southward 

‘Destroyer signallin’ with searchlight ’ Pyecroft leaped on 
the stem-rail ‘The first part is private signals Ah! now she’s 
Morsmg against the fog “P-O-S-T - yes, postpone” - “D-E- 
P- (go on') departure — till — further — orders — which — will — 
be com (he’s dropped the other m) umcated — verbally End ” 
He swung round ''Cryptic is now answering “Ready — proceed 
— immediately What — news — promised — destroyer — flotil- 
la?”’ 

‘Hallo!’ said Moorshed ‘Well, never mind They’ll come too 
late ’ 

‘Whew' That’s some ’igh-bom suckling on the destroyer 
Destroyer signals “Care not All will be known later ” What 
merry beehive’s broken loose now?’ 

‘What odds! We’ve done our little job ’ 

‘Why — why — it’s Two Six Seven!’ 

Here Pyecroft dropped from the rail among the fishy nets 
and shook the Agatha with heavmgs Moorshed cast aside his 
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cigarette, looked over the stem, and fell into his subordinate’s 
arms I heard the guggle of engines, the rattle of a little anchor 
going over not a hundred yards away, a cough, and Morgan’s 
subdued hail So far as I remember, it was Laughton whom 
I hugged, but the men who hugged me most were Pyecroft and 
Moorshed, adrift among the fishy nets 
There was no semblance of discipline m our flight over the 
Agatha ' s side, nor, indeed, were ordinary precautions taken for 
the common safety, because (I was in the Berthon) they held 
that patent boat open by hand for the most part We regained 
our own craft, cackling like wild geese, and crowded round 
Moorshed and Hinchcliffe Behind us the Agatha's boat, re- 
turning from her fish-selling cruise, yelled ‘Have ’ee done the 
trick? Have ’ee done the trick 5 ’ and we could only shout hoarsely 
over the stem, guaranteeing them rum by the hold-full 

‘Fog got patchy here at 12 27,’ said Henry Salt Hmchchffe, 
growing clearer every instant in the dawn ‘Went down to 
Bnxham Harbour to keep out of the road Heard whistles to the 
south and went to look I had her up to sixteen good Morgan 
kept on shedding private Red Fleet signals out of the signal- 
book, as the fog cleared, tall we was answered by three de- 
stroyers Morgan signalled ’em by searchlight “Alter course to 
South Seventeen East, so as not to lose time ” They came 
round quick We kept well away — on their port beam — and 
Morgan gave ’em their orders ’ He looked at Morgan and 
coughed 

The signalman, acting as second m command,’ said Morgan, 
swelling, ‘then informed destroyer flotilla that Ciyptic and 
evolution had made good defects, and, m obedience to 
miral s supplementary orders (I was afraid they might sus- 
pect that, but they didn’t), had proceeded at seven knots at 
^3 P m to rendezvous near Channel Islands, seven miles 
N W the Casquet light. (I’ve rendezvoused there myself, 
ir ) Destroyer flotilla would therefore follow cruisers and 
ratc U P TOth them on their course Destroyer flotilla then dug 
-- course indicated, all funnels sparking briskly ’ 

*r / ° " crc the destroyers 5 ’ 

ratt h, Kobbold, Stiletto, Lieutenant-Commander A L 

135 


Traffics and Discoveries 


Hignett, acting under Admiral’s orders to escort cruisers 
received off the Dodman at 7 pm They’d come slow on ac- 
count of fog ’ 

‘Then who were you ? ’ 

‘We were the Afrite , port-engine broke down, put m to 
Torbay, and there instructed by Crypt tc, previous to her de- 
parture with Devolution, to inform Commander Hignett of 
change of plans Lieutenant-Commander Hignett signalled that 
our meeting was quite providential After this we returned to 
pick up our commanding officer, and being interrogated by 
Cryptic, marked time signalling as requisite, which you may 
have seen The Agatha representing the last known rallying- 
point — or, as I should say, pivot-ship of the evolution - it was 
decided to repair to the Agatha at conclusion of manoeuvre ’ 
We breathed deeply, all of us, but no one spoke a word till 
Moorshed said ‘Is there such a thing as one fine big drink 
aboard this one fine big battleship?’ 

‘Can do, sir,’ said Pyecroft, and got it Beginning with Mr 
Moorshed and ending with myself, junior to the third first- 
class stoker, we drank, and it was as water of the brook, that 
two and a half inches of stiff, treacly Navy rum And we looked 

each m the other s face, and we nodded, bright-eyed, burning 
with bbss ’ & J 


Moorshed walked aft to the torpedo-tubes and paced back 
and forth, a captain victorious on his own quarter-deck, and the 

mTnw n?th ay br ° ke °j Ver ? e S rcGI "i-bedded villas of Torquay 
o show us the magnitude of our victory There lay the cruisers 
P have reason to believe that they had made good Uieir defects) 
They were each four hundred anrl c , . 

wide, they held close upon eight hundred ^ ° ng ^ 

had cost, say, a million and a half the pair 

and they did not know ,t Indeed die cLlZ ° y Were °“ ’ 

signalling vehement remarks our addrefs, whcTwfdS" 


‘If you take these glasses, you’ll get the 
night’s vaccination,’ said Pyecroft ‘Each 
torpedo got ’ome, as you might say ’ 


general run o’ last 
0ne represents a 


I saw on the Cryptic ' s port side, as she lav u ir 

1 V •> na n a mile away 
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aaoss the glassy water, four neat white squares m outline, a 
white blur in the centre 

‘There are five more to starboard ’Ere’s the original 1 ’ He 
handed me a pamt-dappled copper stencil-plate, two feet 
square, bearing m the centre the six-inch initials, ‘G M ’ 

‘Ten minutes ago I’d ha’ eulogized about that little trick of 
ours, but Morgan’s performance has short-circuited me Are 
you happy, Morgan?’ 

Bustin’, ’ said the signalman briefly 

‘You may be Gawd forgive you, Morgan, for as Queen 
Ennetta said to the ’ousemaid, / never will I’d ha’ given a 
jear s pay for ten minutes o’ your signallin’ work this morrnn’ ’ 

I wouldn’t ’ave took it up,’ was the answer ‘Penshm’ ’Eavens 
above' Look at the Devolution's semaphore 1 ’ Two black wooden 
arms waved from the jumor ship’s upper bridge ‘They’ve seen 


The mote on their neighbour’s beam, of course,’ said Pye- 
CToft, and read syllable by syllable * “Captain Malan to Captain 
an e Is - s ten - ailed - frieze your starboard side new 
mira ty regulation, or your Number One’s private expense?” 
now G rypttc is saying, “Not understood ” Poor old Cnppy , the 
£2? ! “Wm* ’ cr sor <? “Who is G M ?” she says That’s 
v* 1116 CryptK She ’ s answerin’ “You ought to know 
txamme own paintwork ” Oh Lord' they’re both on to it now 

Morgan 1 ’ ^ m ^ 1S 15 ^ ,e S mmn S to be balm I forgive you, 

dronne^ 3 ? 11 ^ 1 ^ 5 twittered From either cruiser a whaler 
gavSn, * ? ? C Water and madl >' rowed ^ond the ship as a 
whl closr C f 01st rose to the Cryptic's yardarm ‘Destroyer 

bndgcscnv! *** ** sema P h °re.’ Then on die 

tion last In if u° rC ^ Have been trying to attract your atten- 

‘Onr nn 0U -f ,^ en( ^ oommandmg officer aboard at once ’ 

said Pyecrofr 10 ‘ 1 W^ ftCr aU ^ attentl on we’ve given ’er, too,’ 

‘Signal frZ A ^? at a greed y old woman!’ To Moorshed 
Igal from the Crypt, c. Sir’ 

'Out dmlki lnCi ^ at! ' Said b °y> peenng through his glasses 
By E qU,C ^ ° r the y’ U P amt our marks out Come along!’ 

me I was long past even hysteria I remember 
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Pyecroft’s bending back, the surge of the driven dinghy, a knot 
of amazed faces as we skimmed the Cryptic's ram, and the 
dropped jaw of the midshipman in her whaler when we barged 
fairly into him 

‘Mind my paint!’ he yelled 

‘You mind mine, snotty,’ said Moorshed ‘I was all night 
putting these little ear-marks on you for the umpires to sit on 
Leave ’em alone ’ 

We splashed past him to the Devolution's boat, where sat no 
one less than her first lieutenant, a singularly unhandy-looking 
officer 

‘What the deuce is the meaning of this ? ’ he roared, with an 
accusing forefinger 

‘You’re sunk, that’s all You’ve been dead half a tide ’ 
‘Dead, am P I’ll show you whether I’m dead or not, 
Sir'’ 

‘Well, you may be a survivor,’ said Moorshed mgratiatinglyj 
‘though it isn’t at all likely ’ 

The officer choked for a minute The midshipman crouched 
up m stern said, half aloud ‘Then I rvas right - last night 
‘Yesh,’ I gasped from the dinghy’s coal-dust ‘Are you 
member Torquay Yacht Club ? ’ 

‘Hell 1 ’ said the first lieutenant, and fled away The Cryptic s 
boat was already at that cruiser’s side, and semaphores flicked 
zealously from ship to ship We floated, a minute speck, be- 
tween the two hulls, while the pipes went for the captain s 
galley on the Devolution 

‘That’s all right,’ said Moorshed ‘Wait till the gangway’s 
down and then board her decently We oughtn’t to be expected 
to climb up a ship we’ve sunk ’ 

Pyecroft lay on his disreputable oars till Captain Malan, full- 
uniformed, descended the Devolution’s side With due com- 
pliments - not acknowledged, I grieve to say - we fell in behind 
his sumptuous galley, and at last, upon pressing invitation, 
climbed, black as sweeps all, the lowered gangway of the 
Cryptic At the top stood as fine a constellation of marine stars 
as ever sang together of a morning on a King’s ship Everyone 
who could get within earshot found that his work took him aft 
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I counted eleven able seamen polishing the breech-block of the 
stem nme-point-tw o, four marines zealously relieving each 
other at the lifebuoy, six call-boys, nine midshipmen of the 
watch, exclusive of naval cadets, and the higher ranks past all 
census 

‘If I die o’ joy,’ said Pyecroft behind his hand, ‘remember I 
died forgivin’ Morgan from the bottom of my ’eart, because, 
like Martha, we ’ave scoffed the better part You’d better try to 
come to attention, Sir ’ 

Moorshed ran his eye voluptuously over the upper deck 
battery, the huge beam, and the immaculate perspective of 
power Captain Panke and Captain Malan stood on the well- 
browned flash-plates by the dazzling hatch Precisely over the 
flagstaff I saw Two Six Seven astern, her black petticoat half 
hitched up, meekly floating on the still sea She looked like the 
pious Abigail who has just spoken her mind, and, with folded 
ands, sits thanking Heaven among the pieces I could almost 
ave sworn that she wore black worsted gloves and had a little 
ry cough But it was Captain Panke that coughed so austerely 
e avoure d us with a lecture on uniform, deportment, and the 
urgent necessity of answering signals from a senior ship He 
o us that he disapproved of masquerading, that he loved 
isap ne, and would be obliged by an explanation And while 
e c ivered himself deeper and more deeply into our hands, I 
Yt , ^ )tain ^ akn wince He was watching Moorshed’s eye 
gp ^ 0n ^ t0 Bh* e Fleet, Sir I command Number Two Six 
\ml Cn, ^ ai ^ 00rs hed, and Captain Panke was dumb ‘Have 
snotei? thmg “ a frame -plan of the Cryptic aboard?’ He 
folded 'pap Wmnmg P°^ teness 35 he opened a small and neatly 

l Ah^ Tt. Slr T ^ e kttle man’s face was working with passion 
were j 11 j ^0 able to show you precisely where you 
finelv ^ t St mg ^ lt m ’ ~ he consulted the paper with one 
tton t 6 j eye ^ row ~ ‘ ln nine places And since the Devolu- 
Caotain a/m erSta ?^’ a sister shl P’ - he bowed slightly toward 

Ih A Makn ~ tHe Same P kn - 

^azemp^f ° C ^ ear P reasion of each word with a dumb 

nt which seemed to leave my mind abnormally clear I 
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saw Captain Malan’s eye turn from Moorshed and seek that of 
the Cryptic's commander And he telegraphed as clearly as 
Moorshed was speaking ‘My dear friend and brother officer, I 
know Panke, you know Panke, we know Panke — good little 
Panke! In less than three Greenwich chronometer seconds 
Panke will make an enormous ass of himself, and I shall have 
to put things straight, unless you who arc a man of tact and 
discernment-’ 

‘Carry on ’ The Commander’s order supplied the unspoken 
word The cruiser boiled about her business around us, watch 
and watch officers together, up to the limit of noise permissible 
I saw Captain Malan turn to his senior 

‘Come to my cabin 1 ’ said Panke gratingly, and led the way 
Pyecroft and I stayed still 

‘It’s all right,’ said Pyecroft ‘They daren’t leave us loose 
aboard for one revolution,’ and I knew that he had seen what I 
had seen 


‘You, too!’ said Captain Malan, returning suddenly We 
passed the sentry between white enamelled walls of speckless 
small-arms, and since that Royal Marine Light Infantryman 
was visibly suffocating from curiosity, I winked at him We 
entered the chintz-adorned, photo-speckled, brass-fendered, 
tile-stoved mam cabin Moorshed, with a ruler, was de- 
monstrating before the frame-plan of H M S Cryptic 

— making nine stencils m all of my initials G M.,’ I heard 
him say Further, you will find attached to your rudder, and 
you, too, Sir - he bowed to Captain Malan yet agam - ‘one 
fourteen-inch Mark IV practice torpedo, as issued to first-class 
torpedo-boats, properly buoyed I have sent full particulars by 
te egraph to the umpires, and have requested them to judge on 
the facts as they - appear ’ He nodded through the large window 
to the stencilled Devolution awmk with brass-work m the 
morning sun, and ceased 


Captain Panke faced us I remembered that this was only 

SMS&T 1 "° ndmnB ' «ony 


child 0 ‘. d h,?v d „;, j0hnny '’ hC i a,d ’ dr °PP”E IMS lower lip like 
child, this young pup says he hac „ , , z 

Inconceivable - ch ? My first com ? r 0t ^ ° Ut aC °° 
iviy nrst command of one of the clas 
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Eh? What shall we do with him? What shall we do with him 
-eh?’ 

‘As far as I can see, there’s no getting over the stencils,’ his 
companion answered 

‘Why didn’t I have the nets down? Why didn’t I have the 
nets down?’ The cry tore itself from Captain Pankc’s chest as 
he twisted his hands 

‘I suppose we’d better wait and find out what the umpires 
will say The Admiral won’t be exacdy pleased ’ Captain Malan 
spoke \ery soothingly Moorshed looked out through the stem 
door at Two Six Seven Pyecroft and I, at attention, studied the 
paintwork opposite Captain Panke had dropped into his desk 
chair, and scnbbled nervously at a blotting-pad 
Just before the tension became unendurable, he looked at his 
junior for a lead ‘What — what are you going to do about it, 
Johnny - eh?’ 

Well, if you don’t want him,' I’m gomg to ask this young 
gentleman to breakfast, and then we’ll make and mend clothes 
m the umpires have decided ’ 

Captain Panke flung out a hand swiftly 

e with me,’ said Captain Malan ‘Your men had better 
go back in the dinghy to - them - own - ship ’ 

es, I think so,’ said Moorshed, and passed out behind the 
captain We followed at a respectful interval, waiting till they 
had ascended the ladder 

‘For 3 r A !, Sentry ’ ^ the naked barometer behind him 

’arm ™ Sa ^ e ‘ > ^ re ’ come ’ ere - For Gawd’s sake' What’s 
appcncd? Old come ’ere an’ tell ’ 

t}j e 6 _ y ° u ’ > satd Pyecroft Neither man’s bps moved, and 

childt-f^ S w ^ us P ers ‘Your ultimate illegitimate grand- 
ip ** rni | t begin to understand, not you — nor ever will ’ 

one renting «^l an s galley away ’ Slr ’’ a voice above, and 
hoist 1 hCn get tbose two greasers mto their dinghy and 

lp Ac blue Peter We’re out of action ’ 

'Do ? 1 ? 1° ^ lr?5 sai d Pyecroft at the foot of the ladder 

‘I don’t m tbe Fngbsh language, or do you not?’ 

, m k I can, but I’ll try If it takes me two years, I’ll 
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There are witnesses who can testify that I have used no artifice 
I have, on the contrary, cut away priceless slabs of opus alexan- 
drinum My gold I have lacquered down to dull bronze, my 
purples overlaid with sepia of the sea, and for hell-hearted ruby 
and blinding diamond I have substituted pale amethyst and 
mere jargoon Because I would say again ‘Disregarding the 
inventions of the Marine Captain whose other name is Gubbms, 
let a plain statement suffice ’ 



The Comprehension of Private Copper jj- 


The King’s Task 

After the sack of the City, when Rome was sunk to a name. 

In the years when the Lights were darkened, or e\cr Saint 

Wilfnd came, 

Low on the borders of Britain, the ancient poets smg, 

Between the cliff and the forest there ruled a Saxon king 

Stubborn all were his people, a stark and a jealous horde— 

Not to be schooled by the cudgel, scarce to be cowed by the 

sw ord, 

Bkthe to turn at their pleasure, bitter to cross m their mood. 

And set on the ways of their choosing as the hogs of Andred’s 

Wood 

Thej made them laws in the Witan, the laws of flaying 

and fine, 

Folkland, common and pannage, the theft and the track of bine. 
Statutes of tun and of market for the fish and the malt and 

the meal. 

The tax on the Bramber packhorse and the tax on the Hastings 

keel 

Over the graves of the Druids and over the WTeck of Rome 
Rudely but deeply they bedded the plinth of the days to come 
Behind the feet of the Legions and before the Northman’s ire. 
Rudely but greatly begat they the body of state and of shire. 
Rudely but gready they laboured, and their labour stands nil 

now 

If w r e trace on our ancient headlands the twist of their eight-ox 

plough 
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The Comprehension of Private Copper 


Private Copper’s father was a a Southdown shepherd, in early 
youth Copper had studied under him Five years’ army service 
had somewhat blunted Private Copper’s pastoral instincts, but 
it occurred to him as a memory of the Chalk that sheep, or in 
this case buck, do not move towards one across turf, or in this 
case, the Colesberg kopjes unless a stranger, or in this case an 
enemy, is m the neighbourhood Copper, helmet back-first, 
advanced with caution, leaving his mates of the picket full a 
mile behind The picket, concerned for its evening meal, did 
not protest A year ago it would have been an officer’s com- 
mand, moving as such Today it paid casual allegiance to a 
Canadian, nominally a sergeant, actually a trooper of Irregular 
Horse, discovered convalescent in Naauwport Hospital, and 
forthwith employed on odd jobs Private Copper crawled up 
the side of a bluish rock-strewn hill thinly fringed with brush 
a-top, and remembering how he had peered at Sussex conies 
through the edge of furze-clumps, cautiously parted the dry 
stems before his face At the foot of the long slope sat three 
farmers smoking To his natural lust for tobacco was added 
personal wrath because spiky plants were pricking his belly, and 
Private Copper slid the backsight up to fifteen hundred 
yards 

Good evening, khaki Please don’t move,’ said a voice on his 
left, and as he jerked his head round he saw entirely down 
the barrel of a well-kept Lee-Metford protruding from an 
insignificant tuft of thorn Very few graven images have 
moved less than did Private Copper through the next ten 
seconds 


It s nearer seventeen hundred than fifteen,’ said a young 
man in an obviously ready-made suit of grey meed, possessing 
himself of Private Copper’s rifle ‘Thank you We’ve got a post 
of thirty-seven men out yonder You’ve eleven - eh? We don’t 
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want to kill ’em Wc have no quarrel with poor uneducated 
khakis, and we do not want prisoners we do not keep It is 
demoralizing to both sides - eh?’ 

Private Copper did not feel called upon to lay down the 
conduct of guerilla warfare This dark-skinned, dark-haired, 
and dark-eyed stranger was his first intimate enemy He spoke, 
allowing for a chpped cadence that recalled to Copper vague 
memories of Umballa, in precisely the same offensnc accent 
that the young squire of Wilmington had used fifteen years 
ago when he caught and kicked Alf Copper, a rabbit in each 
pocket, out of the ditches of Cuckmerc The enemy looked 
Copper up and down, folded and repocketcd a copy of an 
English weekly which he had been reading, and said ‘You 
seem an inarticulate sort of swine — like the rest of them — 
eh?’ 

‘You,’ said Copper, thinking, somehow, of the crushing 
answers he had never given to the young squire, ‘are a renegid 
Why, you ain’t Dutch You’re Enghsh, same as me ’ 

Wo, khaki If you cannot talk civilly to a gentleman I will 
blow your head off ’ 

Copper cringed, and the action overbalanced him so that he 
rolled some six or eight feet downhill, under the lee of a rough 
rock His brain was working with a swiftness and clarity strange 
in all his experience of Alf Copper While he rolled he spoke, 
and the voice from his own )aws amazed him ‘If you did, 
twouldn’t make you any less of a renegid ’ As a useful after- 
thought he added ‘I’ve sprained my ankle ’ 

The young man was at his side in a flash Copper made no 
motion to rise, but, cross-legged under the rock, grunted °Ow 
much did old Krujer pay you for this 5 What was you wanted 
for at ’ome 5 Where did you desert from 5 ’ 

‘Khaki,’ said the young man, sitting down m his turn, ‘you 
are a shade better than your mates You did not make much 
more noise than a yoke of oxen when you tried to come up this 
hill, but you are an ignorant diseased beast like the rest of your 
people — eh? When you were at the Ragged Schools did they 
teach you any history, Tommy — ’istory, I mean 5 ’ 

‘Don’t need no schoolin’ to know a renegid,’ said Copper He 

H5 


Traffics and Discoveries 

had made three yards down the hill - out of sight, unless they 
could see through rocks, of the enemy’s smoking party 
The young man laughed, and tossed the soldier a black 
sweating stick of ‘True Affection’ (Private Copper had not 
smoked a pipe for three weeks ) 

'’You don’t get this — eh?’ said the young man 'We do We 
take it from the trams as we want it You can keep the cake - 
you po-ah Tommee ’ Copper rammed the good stuff into his 
long-cold pipe and puffed luxuriously Two years ago the sister 
of gunner-guard De Souza, East India Railway, had, at a dance 
given by the sergeants to the Allahabad Railway Volunteers, 
informed Copper that she could not think of waltzing with ‘a 
poo-ah Tommee ’ Private Copper wondered why that memory 
should have returned at this hour 

‘I’m going to waste a little trouble on you before I send you 
back to your picket quite naked — eh? Then you can say how you 
were overpowered by twenty of us and fired off your last 
round — like the men we picked up at the drift playing cards at 
Stryden’s farm — eh? What’s your name — eh?’ 

Private Copper' thought for a moment of a faraway house- 
maid who might stall, if the local postman had not gone too 
far, be mtcrested m his fate On the other hand, he was, by 
temperament, economical of the truth ‘Pennycuik,’ he said, 
‘John Pennycuik ’ 

Thank you Well, Mr John Pennycuik, I’m going to teach 
you a little ’istory, as you’d call it - eh?’ 

Ow' said Copper, stuffing his left hand m his mouth ‘So 
ong since I’ve smoked I’ve burned my ’and — an’ the pipe’s 

ropped too No objection to my movin’ down to fetch it, is 
there - Sir?’ 


vc got you covered,’ said the young man, graciously, anc 
nvate Copper, hopping on one leg, because of his sprain 
recovered the pipe yet another three yards downhill anc 
squatted under another rock slightly larger than the first A 
roundish boulder made a pleasant rest for his captor, who sat 

cross cggc once more, facing Copper, his rifle across his knee 
his hand on the trigger-guard 

W ell, Mr Pennycuik, as I was going to tell you A little aftei 
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you were bom in your English workhouse, your kind, honour- 
able, brave country, England, sent an English gentleman, who 
could not tell a he, to say that so long as the sun rose and the 
nvers ran in their courses the Transvaal would belong to Eng- 
land Did you ever hear that, khaki — eh 5 ’ 

‘Oh no, Sir,’ said Copper This sentence about the sun and 
the nvers happened to be a very aged jest of McBride, the 
professional humonst of D Company, when they discussed the 
probable length of the war Copper had thrown beef-tins at 
McBnde m the grey dawn of many wet and dry camps for 
intoning it 

O/course you would not Now, mann, I tell you, listen ’ He 
spat aside and cleared his throat ‘Because of that little promise, 
iny father he moved into the Transvaal and bought a farm — a 

ittle place of twenty or thirty thousand acres, don’t — you - 
know ’ 

tone > m spite of the smg-song cadence fighting with the 
aboured parody of the English drawl, was unbearably like the 
young Wilmington squire’s, and Copper found himself saying 
I ought to I’ve ’elped bum some ’ 

Yes, you’ll pay for that later And he opened a store ’ 

Ho' Shopkeeper was he?’ 

The kind you call “Sir” and sweep the floor for, Pennycuik 

You see, m those days one used to believe m the British 
Government My father did Then the Transvaal wiped thee 
earth with the English They beat them six times running You 
know thatt - eh?’ 

Isn’t what we’ve come ’ere for ’ 

Bui my father (he knows better now) kept on believing in 
the English I suppose it was the pretty talk about rivers and 
suns that cheated him — eh? Anyhow, he believed m his own 
country Inn his own country So — you see — he was a little 
startled when he found himself handed over to the Transvaal 
as a prisoner of war That’s what it came to, Tommy — a 
prisoner of war You know what that is — eh? England was too 
honourable and too gentlemanly to take trouble There were no 
terms made for my father ’ 

‘So ’e made ’em hmself Useful old bird ’ Private Copper 
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all, he remembered the passionate, ^^ ^^tcncc his 

Slowly he returned to South Africa, using the very sente 

sergeant had used to the poultry man , 

‘Go on with your complaint I m Intern 

‘Complaint 1 Complaint about you, you ox 1 Y>c strip and 

your sort by thousands ’ „ whose 

The young man rocked to and fro above the rifle, whose 
mSle thus deflected itself from the pit of Private Copper 

stomach His face was dusky- with rage 

‘Yess, I’m a Transvaal burgher It took us about tv > 
years to find out how rotten you were We know and y ou know 
it now Your Army - it is the laughing-stock of the Continent 
He tapped the newspaper m his pocket. You think y ou re going 
to win, you poor fools 1 Your people — your own pcop c your 
silly rotten fools of people will crawl out of it as they- di a ter 
Majuba They are beginning now Look what y our own w orkmg 
classes, the diseased, lying, drinking white stuff that you come 
out of, are saying ’ He thrust the English weekly, doubled at 
the leading article, on Copper’s knee ‘See what dirty dogs your 
masters are. They do not even back you m your dirty w ork We 
cleared the country down to Ladysmith — to Estcourt We 
cleared the country- down to Colesberg 1 
‘Yes We ’ad to dean up be’ind you Messy, I call it.’ 

You’ve had to stop farm-burning because your people 
daren’t do it. They were afraid You daren’t kill a spy- You 
daren’t shoot a spy when you catch him m your own uniform 
kou daren’t touch our loyall people m Cape Town 1 Your 
masters won’t let you You will feed our women and children 
fill we are quite ready to take them back You can’t put your 
cowardly noses out of the towns you say you’ve occupied You 
•brent move a convoy twenty miles You think you’ve done 
something? You’ve done nothing, and you’ve taken a quarter of 
a million of men to do it! There isn’t a nigger in South Africa 
t doesn’t obey us if we lift our finger You pay the stuff 
f ^ 0Ul >^ S 3 mon ^ 1 an fi they lie to you We flog ’em, as I shall 

He clasped his hands together and leaned forward his out- 
chin within two feet of Copper’s left, or pipe hand 
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‘Yuss,’ said Copper, ‘it’s a fair knock-out ’ The fist landed to 
a hair on the chin-point, the neck snicked like a gun-lock, and 
the back of the head crashed on the boulder behind 

Copper grabbed up both rifles, unshipped the cross- 
bandoliers, drew forth the English weekly, and picking up the 
lax hands, looked long and intently at the finger-nails 

‘No 1 Not a sign of it there,’ he said ‘ ’Is nads are as clean as 
mine - but he talks just like ’em though And he’s a landlord 
too 1 A landed proprietor! Shockin’, I call it ’ 

The arms began to flap with returning consciousness Private 
Copper rose up and whispered ‘If you open your head, I’ll 
bash it ’ There was no suggestion of sprain in the flung-bach 
left boot ‘Now walk m front of me, both arms perpendicularly 
elevated I’m only a third-class shot, so, if you don’t object, I’ll 
rest the muzzle of my rifle lightly but firmly on your collar- 
button — coverin’ the serviceable vertebree If your friends see 
us thus engaged, you pray - ’ard ’ 

Private and prisoner staggered downhill No shots broke the 
peace of the afternoon, but once the young man checked and 
was sick 

‘There’s a lot of things I could say to you,’ Copper observed, 
at the close of the paroxysm, ‘but it doesn’t matter Look ’ere, 
you call me “pore Tommy” again ’ 

The prisoner hesitated 


Oh, I am t gom’ to do anythin’ to you I’m reconnoitenn’ in 
my own Say “pore Tommy” ’alf-a-dozen times ’ 

The prisoner obeyed 

That s what’s been puzzlin’ me since I ’ad the pleasure o 
meetin you,’ said Copper ‘You ain’t ’alf-caste, but you talk 
chee-chee pukka bazar chee— chec .Proceed ’ 

( Hullo, said the Sergeant of the picket, twenty minutes later, 
‘where did you round him up?’ 

, t0 P 0 yonder craggy mounting There’s a mob of 

cm sitting round their Bibles seventeen ’undred yards (you said 
it was seventeen ’undred 5 ) t’other side - an’ I want some coffee ’ 
Uc szt down on the smoke-blackened stones by the fire 

y ° U n f C L Im> saic * McBride, professional humorist, 
quietly filching the English weekly from under Copper’s armpit 
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‘On the chin - while ’c was waggin’ it at me * 
mat is V ’N other Colonnl rebel to be 'omblj dis- 
enfranchised, or a Cape Minister, or onh a lo\nl farmer with 
dynamite m both boots Tell us all about it, Rurjer 1 ’ 

‘You leave ms prisoner alone,’ said Pmatc Copper 1 X’s ’ad 
losses an’ trouble, an’ it’s in the famtlv too X thought I newer 
read the papers, so ’c kindly lent me his very own ferrohfs 
Weekly - an’ ’c explained it to me as patronisin’ as a - as a 
militia subaltern doin’ Railway Staff Officer ’E’s a left-over 
from Majuba — one of the worst kmd, an’ ’carin’ the evidence 
as I did, I don’t exactly blame ’im It was this way ’ 

To the picket Private Copper held forth for ten minutes on 
the life-history of his captive Allowing for some purple 
patches, it was an absolutely fair rendering 
‘But what I dis-likcd was this baccy -priggm’ beggar, ’oo’s 
people, on ’is own showin’, couldn’t ’avc been more than thirty 
or forty years m the coun — on this Gaw d-forsal cn dust-’ cap, 
comm’ the squire over me They’re all parsons — we know that , 
hut parson an' squire is a bit too thick for Alf Copper Why, I 
caught ’im in the shameful act of trying’ to start a aristocracy 
on a gun an’ a wagon an’ a shambuk 1 Yes, that’s what it was a 
bloomin’ aristocracy ’ 

‘No, it weren’t,’ said McBride, at length, on the dirt, above 
the purloined weekly ‘You’re the aristocrat, Alf Old J err old’s 
givin’ it you ’ot You’re the uneducated ’irehng of a calcallous 
aristocracy which ’as sold itself to the ’Ebrew financccr 
Meantime, Ducky’ — he ran his finger down a column of 
assorted paragraphs — ‘you’re slakin’ your brutal mstmeks m 
funous excesses Shriekin’ women an’ desolated ’omcstcads is 
what you enjoy, Alf . Halloa! What’s a smokin’ ’cktacomb?’ 

‘’Ere! Let’s look ’Aven’t seen a proper spicy paper for a 
Jear Good old Jerr old’s »’ Pmewood and Moppet, reservists, 
flung themselves on McBride’s shoulders, pinning him to the 
ground 

‘Lie over your own bloomin’ side of the bed, an vve can all 
look,’ he protested 

‘They’re only po-ah Tommies,’ said Copper, apologetically, 
to the prisoner ‘Po-ah uncdicated khakis They don’t know 
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‘Yuss,’ said Copper, ‘it’s a fair knock-out ’ The fist landed to 
a hair on the chin-point, the neck snicked like a gun-lock, and 
the back of the head crashed on the boulder behind 

Copper grabbed up both rifles, unshipped the cross- 
bandoliers, drew forth the English weekly, and picking up the 
lax hands, looked long and intently at the finger-nails 

‘No! Not a sign of it there,’ he said * ’Is nails arc as clean as 
mine - but he talks just like ’em though And he’s a landlord 
too 1 A landed proprietor 1 Shockin’, I call it ’ 

The arms began to flap with returning consciousness Pnvatc 
Copper rose up and whispered ‘If you open your head, I’ll 
bash it ’ There was no suggestion of sprain in the flung-back 
left boot ‘Now walk in front of me, both arms perpendicularly 
elevated I’m only a third-class shot, so, if you don’t object, I’ll 
rest the muzzle of my rifle lightly but firmly on your collar- 
button - coverin’ the serviceable vertcbrec If your friends see 
us thus engaged, you pray - ’ard ’ 

Private and prisoner staggered downhill No shots broke the 
peace of the afternoon, but once the young man checked and 
was sick 


There’s a lot of things I could say to you,’ Copper observed, 
at the close of the paroxysm, ‘but it doesn’t matter Look ’ere, 
you call me “pore Tommy” again ’ 

The prisoner hesitated 

Oh, I am t gom’ to do anythin’ to you I’m rcconnoitcrin’ in 
my own Say “pore Tommy” ’alf-a-dozcn times ’ 

The prisoner obeyed 

Thai s what s been puzzlin’ me since I ’ad the pleasure o 
mcetin’ you,’ said Copper ‘You ain’t ’alf-caste, but you talk 
chee-chee - pukka bazar chee-chee Proceed ’ 

« l U ^?’ said Sergeant of the picket, twenty minutes later, 
where did you round him up?’ 

, 0n the t0 P °’ y° n der craggy mounting There’s a mob of 
cm sitting round their Bibles seventeen ’undred yards (you said 
it was seventeen ’undred?) t’other side - an’ I want some coffee ’ 
c on t ^ !C smoke-blackened stones by the fire 

quietly filchin^^F In f ’ sa,d McBride, professional humorist, 
q tly filching the English weekly from under Copper’s armpit 
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‘On the chin - while ’c waggtn* it at me ’ 
mat is V ’Mother Colonial rebel to be ’orribly dis- 
enfranchised, or a Cape Minister, or only a loyal farmer with 
dynamite m both boots Tell us all about it, Burjer 1 ’ 

You leave my pnsoncr alone,’ said Private Copper 1 T.’s ad 
losses an’ trouble, an 1 it’s m the family too ’E thought I never 
read the papers, so ’c kindly lent me his very own JerrohT s 
Weekly - an’ ’c explained it to me as patronisin’ as a - as a 
militia subaltern doin’ Railway Staff Officer ’C’s a left-over 
from Majuba - one of the worst kind, an’ ’carin’ the evidence 
as I did, I don’t exactly blame ’im It was this way ’ 

To the picket Private Copper held forth for ten minutes on 
the life-history of his captive. Allowing for some purple 
patches, it was an absolutely fair rendering 
‘But what I dis-likcd was this baccy -priggin’ beggar, ’oo’s 
people, on ’is ovvn showin’, couldn’t ’avc been more than thirty 
or forty years in the coun - on this Gawd-forsaken dust-’cap, 
conun’ the squire over me They’re all parsons — we know that, 
but parson an' squire is a bit too thick for Alf Copper Why, I 
caught ’im in the shameful act of trying’ to start a aristocracy 
on a gun an’ a wagon an’ a shambuU Yes, that’s what it was a 
bloomin’ aristocracy ’ 

‘No, it weren’t,’ said MeBnde, at length, on the dirt, above 
the purloined weekly ‘You’re the aristocrat, Alf Old Jerrold’s 
givm’ it you ’ot, You’re the uneducated ’lrclmg of a calcallous 
aristocracy which ’as sold itself to the ’Ebrew financccr 
Meantime, Ducky’ — he ran his finger down a column of 
assorted paragraphs — ‘you’re slakin’ your brutal mstincks m 
furious excesses Shriekin’ women an’ desolated ’omcstcads is 
what you enjoy, Alf Halloa! What’s a smokrn’ ’ektacomb’’ 
‘’Ere' Let’s look ’Aven’t seen a proper spicy paper for a 
year Good old JerroIeTsV Pmewood and Moppet, reservists, 
flung themselves on McBride’s shoulders, pinning him to the 
ground 

‘Lie over your ovvn bloomin’ side of the bed, an’ we can all 
look,’ he protested 

‘They’re only po-ah Tommies,’ said Copper, apologetically, 
to the prisoner ‘Po-ah unedicated khakis They don’t know 
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what they’re fightm’ for They’re lookin’ for what the diseased, 
lying, drmkin’ white stuff that they come from is saym’ about 
’em 1 ’ 

The prisoner set down his tin of coffee and stared helplessly 
round the circle 

T - I don’t understand them ’ 

The Canadian sergeant, picking his teeth with a thorn, 
nodded sympathetically 

‘If it comes to that, we don’t m my country 1 . Say, boys, 
when you’re through.with your English mail you might’s well 
provide an escort for your prisoner He’s waitin’ ’ 

‘Arf a mo’, Sergeant,’ said McBride, still reading ‘’Ere’s 
Old Barbarity on the ramp again with some of ’is lady friends, 
’oo don’t like concentration camps Wish they’d visit ours Pine- 
wood’s a married man He’d know how to bc’ave 1 ’ 

‘Well, I ain’t gom’ to amuse my prisoner alone ’E’s gettm’ 
’omesick,’ cried Copper ‘One of you thieves read out what’s 
vexm’ Old Barbarity an’ ’is ’arem these days You’d better 
listen, Burjer, because, aftenvards, I’m gom’ to fall out an’ 
perpetrate those nameless barbarities all over you to keep up 
the reputation of the British Army ’ 

From that English weekly, to bar out which a large and 
perspiring staff of Press censors toiled seven days of the week 
at Cape Town, did Pinewood of the Reserve read unctuously 
excerpts of the speeches of the accredited leaders of His 
Majesty’s Opposition The night-picket arrived m the middle 
of it, but stayed entranced without paying any compliments, till 
Pmcwood had entirely finished the leading article, and several 
occasional notes 

‘Gentlemen of the jury,’ said Alf Copper, hitching up what 
war had left to him of trousers — ‘you’ve ’eard what ’e’s been 
fed up with Do you blame the beggar? ’Cause I don’t! 
Leave ’im alone, McBride He’s my first and only cap-ture, an’ 
I’m gom’ to walk ’ome with ’im, ain’t I, Ducky? Fall m, 
Burjer It s Bermuda, or Umballa, or Ceylon for you — and I’d 
give a month’s pay to be in your little shoes ’ 

frrni. J'u’ in fr cc l uen tly happens, the actual moving off the 
n ro c the prisoner’s nerve He stared at the tinted hills 
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round him, gasped and began to struggle - Licking, swearing, 
weeping, and fluttering all together 

‘Pore beggar — oh, pore, pore beggar 1 ’ said Alf, leaning in on 
one side of him, while Pmewood blocked him on the other 
‘Let me go' Let me go 1 Mann, I tell you, let me go 
‘’E screams like a woman!’ said McBride ‘They’ll ’car ’im 
fi\e miles off’ 

‘There’s one or two ought to ’car ’im — in England,’ said 
Copper, putting aside a wildly waung arm 

‘Mamed, ain’t V’ said Pmewood The seen ’em go like this 
before - just at the last ’ Old on, old man No one’s goin’ to ’urt 
you ’ 

The last of the sun threw the enormous shadow of a kopje 
o\cr the little, anxious, wriggling group 

‘Quit that,’ said the Sergeant of a sudden ‘You’re only 
making him worse Hands up, prisoner 1 Now you get a holt of 
yourself, or this’ll go off’ 

And mdecd the rc\ol\cr-barrcl square at the man’s panting 
chest seemed to act like a tonic, he choked, rcco\crcd himself, 
and fell m between Copper and Pinew ood 

As the picket neared the camp it broke into song that was 
heard among the officers’ tents 

*’E sent us ’is blessm’ from London town 
(The beggar that hep’ the cordite down), 

But what do wc care if ’c smile or frown. 

The beggar that hep’ the cordite dotvn 5 
The mild!} nefarious 
Wildly barbanous 

Beggar that kept the cordite down!’ 

Said a captain a mile aw-ay ‘Why arc they singing thafi We 
haien’t had a mail for a month, have we 5 ’ 

An hour later the same captain said to his servant. ‘Jenkins, I 
understand the picket have got a - got a newspaper off a 
prisoner today I wish you could lay hands on it, Jenkins Copy 
of the Times, I think ’ 

‘Yes, Sir Copy of the Times , Sir,’ said Jenkins, without a 
quner, and went forth to make his own arrangements 

‘Copy of the Times,' said the blameless Alf, from beneath his 
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blanket ‘I ain’t a member of the Soldiers’ Institoot Go an’ 
look in the reg’mental Readin’-room - Veldt Row, Kopje Street, 
second turnin’ to the left between ’ere an’ Naauwport ’ 

Jenkins summarized briefly in a tense whisper the thing that 
Alf Copper need not be 

‘But my particular copy of the Times is specially pro’ibited 
by the censor from corruptin’ the morals of the Army Get a 
written order from K o’ K , properly countersigned, an’ I’ll 
think about it ’ 

‘I’ve got all you want,’ said Jenkins ‘’Urryup Iwantto’ave 
a squint myself’ 

Something gurgled m the darkness, and Private Copper fell 
back smacking his lips 

‘Gawd bless my prisoner, and make me a good boy Amen 
’Ere you are, Jenkins It’s dirt cheap at a tot ’ 
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Thc Necessitarian 

l know not m whose hands arc laid 
To emptv upon earth 
From unsuspected ambuscade 
The serv Urns of Mirth 

Who bids the Hcascnlj Lark arise 
And cheer our solemn round — 

The Jest beheld with streaming ejes 
And grosclhngs on the ground, 

Who joins the flats of Time and Chance 
Behind the prej preferred, 

And thrones on Shrieking Grcumstancc 
The Sacrcdlj Absurd, 

Till Laughter, \oicclcss through excess, 
Wa\ es mute appeal and sore. 

Above the midriffs deep distress, 

For breath to laugh once more 

No creed hath dared to hail him Lord, 
No raptured choirs proclaim. 

And Nature’s strenuous 0\ erword 
Hath nowhere breathed his name 

Yet, maj it be, on wayside jape. 

The selfsame Power bestows 
The selfsame power as went to shape 
His Planet or His Rose 
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I caught sight of their faces as we came up behind the cart in 
the narrow Sussex lane, but though it was not eleven o’clock, 
they were both asleep 

That the carrier was on the wrong side of the road made no 
difference to his language when 1 rang my bell He said aloud 
of motor-cars, and specially of steam ones, all the things which 
I had read m the faces of superior coachmen Then he pulled 
slantwise across me 

There was a vociferous steam air-pump attached to that car 
which could be applied at pleasure 

The cart was removed about a bowshot’s length in seven and 
a quarter seconds, to the accompaniment of parcels clattering 
At the foot of the next hill the horse stopped, and the two men 
came out over the tail-board 

My engineer backed and swung the car, ready to move out of 
reach 

‘The blighted egg-boiler has steam up,’ said Mr Hinchchffe, 
pausing to gather a large stone ‘Temporize with the beggar, 
Pye, till the sights come on'’ 

‘I can’t leave my ’orse 1 ’ roared the earner, ‘but bnng ’em up 
’ere, an’ I’ll kill ’em all over again ’ 

‘Good morning, Mr Pyccroft,’ I called cheerfully ‘Can I 
give you a lift anywhere 5 ’ 

The attack broke up round my fore-wheels 

Well, we do ’ave the knack o’ meeting in puns naturaltbus, 
as I’ve so often said ’ Mr Pyecroft wrung my hand ‘Yes, I’m 
on leaf So’s Hinch We’re visiting fnends among these kopjes ’ 

A monotonous bellowing up the road persisted, where the 
carrier was still calling for corpses 

That s Agg He’s Hinch’s cousin You aren’t fortumt m 
your family connections, Hinch ’E’s usm’ language m de- 
rogation of good manners Go and abolish ’im ’ 
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Henry Salt Huichcliffe stalked back to the cart and spoke to 
his cousin I recall much that the wind bore to me of his words 
and the earner’s It seemed as if the fnendship of 3 cars A\crc 
dissolving amid throes 

"A\e it your own silly way, then,’ roared the earner, ‘an’ get 
mtoLmghurst on your own silly feet I’\c done with you two 
runagates ’ He lashed his horse and passed out of sight still 
rumbling 

The fleet s sailed,’ said Pyecroft, ‘leavin’ ns on the beach as 
before Had you any particular port in your mind*’ 

‘Well, I w-as going to meet a fnend at Instead Wick, but I 
don t mind- 

‘Ohi that’ll do as well as anything' We’re on leaf, you 
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‘Ttou!L d f “"’’u WaS fte ™P>™c ans«r 
just shows that you ainV c 

“PP« that a man who arns h < 1 ” raBnE D > u 
^lojetsrorapaniaine-Tr “ ,mn b > ™nin’ 30-hnot 
'° I* down befL an >0U ' " “ E ° mE 

« springs 1 ’ y glUed Knd-crabbmg stcam-pinnacc 

looked Upward mtop'lp *1 “ ndcr * c ar he lay and 

keen and searching eye P ’ StCam > and water - with a 
[ telegraphed Mr Pvecrnfr , 

^°t - m - the -^?i qU ^° n 
G ' Vays ^ke him that ^ a J lswer ‘ Stcam gadgets 

Jeenthrou ghhls We had a bit of a not at Parsley 

‘tS S e t0 ° W 3 traCtl0n ' cngine haulm ’ PPsy- 

1 ^gged out a nig andspre^d^t on ' t h ^ ^ engmeer > 

P eao it on the roadside 

J 57 



Traffics and Discoveries 

1 He don’t want much showing,’ said the engineer Now, the 
two men had not, counting the time we took to stuff our pipes, 
been together more than three minutes 

‘This,’ said Pyecroft, driving an elbow back into the deep 
verdure of the hedge-foot, ‘is a little bit of all right Hindi, I 
shouldn’t let too much o’ that hot muckings drop in my eyes 
Your leafs up in a fortnight, an’ you’ll be wantin’ ’em ’ 
‘Heret’ said Hmchcliffe, still on his back, to the engineer 
‘Come here and show me the lead of this pipe ’ And the engineer 
lay down beside him 

‘That’s all right,’ said Mr Hmchcliffe, rising ‘But she’s 
more of a bag of tricks than I thought Unship this super- 
structure aft’ - he pointed to the back scat - ‘and I’ll have a 
look at the forced draught ’ 

The engineer obeyed with alacrity' I heard him volunteer the 
fact that he had a brother an artificer in the Navy 

‘They couple very well, those two,’ said Pyecroft critically, 
while Hmchcliffe sniffed round the asbestos-lagged boiler and 
turned on gay jets of steam 

‘Now take me up the road,’ he said My man, for form’s 
sake, looked at me 

‘Yes, take him,’ I said ‘He’s all right ’ 

‘No, I’m not,’ said Hmchcliffe of a sudden — ‘not if I’m 
expected to judge my water out of a little shaving-glass ’ 

The water-gauge of that steam-car was reflected on a mirror 
to the right of the dashboard I also had found it inconvenient 
‘Throw up your arm and look at the gauge under your armpit 
Only mind how you steer while you’re doing it, or you’ll get 
ditched!’ I cried, as the car ran down the road 

‘I wonder!’ said Pyecroft, musing ‘But, after all, it’s your 
steamin’ gadgets he’s usin’ for his libretto, as you might put it 
He said to me after breakfast only this momin’ ’ow he thanked 
his Maker, on all fours, that he wouldn’t see nor smell nor 
thumb a runnin’ bulgme till the nineteenth prox Now look at 
him' Only look at ’im!’ 

We could see, down the long slope of the road, my driver 
\ surrendering his seat to Hmchcliffe, while the car flickered 
generously from hedge to hedge 
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‘What happens if he upsets 5 ’ 

‘The petrol will light up and the boiler may blow up 5 
‘How rambunkshus' And’ — Pyecroft blew a slow cloud — 
‘Agg’s about three hoops up this mornin’, too ’ 

‘What’s that to do with us 5 He’s gone down the road,’ I 
retorted 

We - es, but we’ll overtake him He’s a \ mdicm e carrier He 
and Hinch 'ad words about pig-breeding this morning O’ 
course, Hutch don’t know the elements o’ that evolution, but he 
fell back on ’is naval rank an’ office, an’ Agg grew peevish I 
wasn’t sorry to get out of the cart Have you ever considered 
how, when you an’ I meet, so to say, there’s nearly always a 
remarkably hectic day ahead of us* Hullo! Behold the beef-boat 
returnin’ 1 ’ 

He rose as the car climbed up the slope, and shouted ‘In 
bow' Way ’miff!’ 

‘You be quietl’ cned Hmchcliffe, and drew up opposite the 
rug, his dark face shining with joy ‘She’s the Poetry o’ Motion' 
She’s the Angel’s Dream She’s -’ He shut off steam, and the 
slope being against her, the car slid soberly downhill again 
‘What’s this 5 I’ve got the brake on' 5 he yelled 
‘It doesn’t hold backwards,’ I said ‘Put her on the mid- 
hnk ’ 

‘That’s a nasty one for the chief engineer o’ the Djmn , 31- 
knot T B D ,’ said Pyecroft ‘Do you know what the mid-link is, 
Hinch 5 ’ 

Once more the car returned to us, but as Pyecroft stooped 
to gather up the rug, Hmchcliffe jerked the lever testily, and 
with prawn-like speed she retired backwards into her own 
steam 

‘Apparently ’e don’t,’ said Pyecroft. ‘What’s he done now, 
Sir 5 ’ 

Reversed her I’ve done it myself ’ 

But he’s an engineer ’ 

For the thud time the car manoeuvred up the hill 
I’ll teach you to come alongside properly, if I keep you 
Qffies out all night'’ shouted Pyecroft It was evidently a 
quotation Hinchcliffe’s face grew lmd, and, his hand ever so 
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* He don’t want much showing,’ said the engineer Now, the 
two men had not, counting the time wc took to stuff our pipes, 
been together more than three minutes 

‘This,’ said Pyecroft, driving an elbow back into the deep 
verdure of the hedge-foot, ‘is a little bit of all right Hindi, I 
shouldn’t let too much o’ that hot muckmgs drop m my eyes 
Your leafs up m a fortnight, an’ you’ll be wantin’ ’em ’ 
‘Here 1 ’ said Hinchchffe, still on his back, to the engineer 
‘Come here and show me the lead of this pipe ’ And the engineer 
lay down beside him 

‘That’s all right,’ said Mr Hinchchffe, rising ‘But she’s 
more of a bag of tricks than I thought Unship this super- 
structure aft’ - he pointed to the back scat - ‘and I’ll have a 
look at the forced draught ’ 

The engineer obeyed with alacrity I heard him volunteer the 
fact that he had a brother an artificer m the Navy 

‘They couple very well, those two,’ said Pyecroft critically, 
while Hinchchffe sniffed round the asbestos-lagged boiler and 
turned on gay jets of steam 

‘Now take me up the road,’ he said My man, for form’s 
sake, looked at me 

‘Yes, take him,’ I said ‘He’s all right ’ 

‘No, I’m not,’ said Hinchchffe of a sudden — ‘not if I’m 
expected to judge my water out of a little shaving-glass ’ 

The water-gauge of that steam-car was reflected on a mirror 
to the right of the dashboard I also had found it inconvenient 
‘Throw up your arm and look at the gauge under your armpit 
Only mmd how you steer while you’re doing it, or you’ll get 
ditched 1 ’ I cried, as the car ran down the road 

‘I wonder!’ said Pyecroft, musing ‘But, after all, it’s your 
steamin’ gadgets he’s usin’ for his libretto, as you might put it 
He said to me after breakfast only this mormn’ ’ow he thanked 
his Maker, on all fours, that he wouldn’t sec nor smell nor 
thumb a runnm’ bulgme till the nineteenth prox Now look at 
him! Only look at ’im!’ 

We could see, down the long slope of the road, my driver 
surrendering his seat to Hinchchffe, while the car flickered 
generously from hedge to hedge 
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‘What happens if he upsets 5 ’ 

‘The petrol will light up and the boiler may blow up , 1 
‘How rambunhshus' And’ - Pyccroft blew a slow cloud — 
‘Agg’s about three hoops up this momin’, too ’ 

‘What’s that to do with us 5 He’s gone down the road,’ l 
retorted 


‘Ye -es, but we’ll overtake him He’s a vindictive carrier He 
and Hinch ’ad words about pig-breeding this morning O’ 
course, Hinch don’t know the elements o’ that c\ olution, but he 
fell back on ’is naval rank an’ office, an’ Agg grew peevish I 
wasn’t sorry to get out of the cart Ha\ c you cv cr considered 
how, when you an’ I meet, so to say, there’s nearly always a 
remarkably hectic day ahead of us 1 Hullo 1 Behold the beef-boat 
returmn’ 1 ’ 

He rose as the car climbed up the slope, and shouted ‘In 
how! Way ’nuffi’ 

You be quiet!’ cried Hinchchfie, and drew up opposite the 
nig, hi S dark face shining with joy ‘She’s the Poetry' o’ Motion! 

i u C s D rcaT n She’s -’ He shut off steam, and the 
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slightly working on the throttle, the car buzzed twenty yards 
uphill 

‘That’s enough We’ll take your word for it The mountain 
will go to Ma’ommed Stand fast? 

Pyecroft and I and the rug marched up where she and 
Hmchchffe fumed together 

‘Not as easy as it looks - eh, Hmch ? ’ 

‘It is dead easy I’m going to drive her to Instead Wick — 
aren’t P’ said the first-class engine-room artificer I thought of 
his performances with No 267 and nodded After all, it was a 
small privilege to accord to pure genius 

‘But my engineer will stand by - at first,’ I added 
‘An’ you a family man, too,’ muttered Pyecroft, swinging 
himself into the right rear seat ‘Sure to be a remarkably hectic 
day when we meet ’ 

We adjusted ourselves and, in the language of the immortal 
Navy doctor, paved our way towards Lmghurst, distant by 
mile-post 1 \\ miles 

Mr Hmchchffe, every nerve and muscle braced, talked only 
to the engineer, and that professionally I recalled the time 
when I, too, had enjoyed the rack on which he voluntarily 
extended himself 

And the County of Sussex slid by m slow time 
‘How cautious is the tiffy-bird!’ said Pyecroft 
‘Even in a destroyer,’ Hinch snapped over his shoulder, ‘you 
ain’t expected to con and dnve simultaneous Don’t address any 
remarks to meV 

‘Pump!’ said the engineer ‘Your water’s droppin’ ’ 

‘/ know that Where the Heavens is that bhghted by-pass ? ’ 
He beat his right or throttle hand madly on the side of the 
car till he found the bent rod that more or less controls the 
pump, and, neglecting all else, twisted it furiously 

My engineer grabbed the steering-bar just in time to save us 
lurching into a ditch 

‘If I was a bumin’ peacock, with two hundred bloodshot 
eyes in my shinin’ tail, I’d need ’em all on this job!’ said Hinch 

Don’t talk' Steer 1 This ain’t the North Atlantic,’ Pyecroft 
replied 
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‘Blast my stokers' Why, the steam’s dropped fifty pounds' ’ 
Hinchchffe cried 

‘Fire’s blown out,’ said the engineer ‘Stop her' 1 
‘Does she do that often’’ said Hinch, descending 
‘Sometimes ’ 

‘An} time 5 ’ 

‘An} time a cross-wind catches her ’ 

The engineer produced a match and stooped 
That car (now, thank Heaven, no more than an evil memory) 
never lit twice in the same fashion This time she back-fired 
superbl}, and Pyecroft went out over the right rear wheel m a 
column of rich yellow flame 

‘I’ve seen a mine explode at Bantry - once — prematoor,’ he 
volunteered 

‘That’s all right,’ said Hinchchffe, brushing down his singed 
beard with a singed forefinger (He had been watching too 
closel} ) ‘Has she any more little surprises up her dainty 
sleeve’’ 

She hasn’t begun yet,’ said my engineer, with a scornful 
cough ‘Someone ’as opened the petrol-supply-valvc too wide ’ 
Change places, with me, Pyecroft,’ I commanded, for I 
remembered that the petrol-supply, the steam-lock, and the 
orced draught were all controlled from the nght rear seat 
Me’ Why’ There’s a whole switchboard full o’ nickel-plated 
muckin s which I haven’t begun to play with yet The starboard 
side’s crawlin’ with ’em ’ 

Change, or I’ll kill }ou'’ said Hinchchffe, and he looked like 

That s the taffy all over When anything goes wrong, blame 
it on the lower deck. Navigate by your automatic self, thenl I 
"on t help you any more ’ 

e navigated for a mile m dead silence 

°* wa ^ es ~ said Pyecroft suddenly 
‘TTi Hinchchffe grunted 

There s some wakes would break a snake’s back, but this of 

}ours so to speak, would fair turn a tapeworm giddy That’s all 

wish to observe, Hinch Cart at anchor on the port bow 
It’s AggP 
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Far up the shaded road into secluded Bromlmgleigh we saw 
the carrier’s cart at rest before the post-office 

‘He’s bung m the fairway How’m I to get past?’ said 
Hinchcliffe ‘There’s no room Here, Pye, come and relieve the 
wheel!’ 

‘Nay, nay, Pauline You’ve made your own bed You’vd as 
good as left your happy home an’ family cart to steal it Now 
you lie on it ’ 

‘Ring your bell,’ I suggested 

‘Glory 1 ’ said Pyecroft, falling forward into the nape of 
HmchchfTe’s neck as the car stopped dead 

‘Get out o’ my back-hair' That must have been the brake I 
touched off,’ Hinchcliffe muttered, and repaired his error 
tumultuously 

We passed the cart as though we had been all Bruges belfry 
Agg, from the post-office door, regarded us with a too pacific 
eye I remembered later that the pretty post mistress looked on 
us pityingly 

Hinchcliffe wiped the sweat from his brow and drew breath 
It was the first vehicle that he had passed, and I sympathized 
with him 

‘You needn’t grip so hard,’ said my engineer ‘She steers as 
easy as a bicycle ’ 

‘Ho! You suppose I nde bicycles up an’ down my engine- 
room?’ was the answer ‘I’ve other things to think about She’s 
a terror She’s a whistlin’ lunatic I’d sooner run the old South- 
Easter at Simonstown than her!’ 

‘One of the nice things they say about her,’ I interrupted, ‘is 
that no engineer is needed to run this machine ’ 

‘No They’d need about seven ’ 

‘“Common-sense only is needed,”’ I quoted 

‘Make a note of that, Hinch Just common-sense,’ Pyecroft 
put Ml 

‘And now,’ I said, ‘we’ll have to take in water There isn’t 
more than a couple of inches of water m the tank ’ 

‘Where d’you get it from?’ 

‘Oh' - cottages and such-like ’ 

Yes, but that being so, where does your much-advertised 
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twenty-five miles an hour come in? Ain’t a dung-cart more to 
the point?’ 

‘If you want to go anywhere, I suppose it would "be,’ I 
replied 

7 don’t want to go anywhere I’m thmkin’ of you who’ve got 
to live with her She’ll bum her tubes if she loses her water?’ 
‘She will ’ 

‘I’ve never scorched yet, and I’m not beginmn’ now ’ He 
shut off steam firmly ‘Out you get, Pye, an’ shove her along 
by hand ’ 

‘Where to?’ 

‘The nearest water-tank,’ was the reply ‘And Sussex is a dry 
county ’ 

‘She ought to have drag-ropes - little pipe-clayed ones,’ said 
Pyecroft 

We got out and pushed under the hot sun for half-a-mile till 
we came to a cottage, sparsely mhabited by one child who wept 
‘All out haymakm’, o’ course,’ said Pyecroft, thrusting his 
head into the parlour for an instant ‘What’s the evolution 
now?’ 

‘Skirmish till we find a well,’ I said 

‘Hmm 1 But they wouldn’t ’ave left that kid without a 
chaperon, so to say I thought so! Where’s a stick?’ 

A bluish and silent beast of the true old sheepdog breed 
glided from behind an outhouse and without words fell to 
work 

Pyecroft kept him at bay with a rake-handle while our party, 
in rallymg-square, retired along the box-bordered brick path to 
the car 

At the garden gate the dumb devil halted, looked back on the 
child, and sat down to scratch 

‘That’s his three-mile limit, thank Heaven 1 ’ said Pyecroft 
‘Fall in, push-party', and proceed with land-transport o’ pinnace 
I’ll protect your flanks in case this sniffin’ flea-bag is tempted 
beyond ’is strength ’ 

We pushed off in silence The car weighed 1200 lb , and 
even on ball-bcanngs was a powerful sudorific From some- 
where behind a hedge we heard a gross rustic laugh 
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‘Those are the beggars we lie awake for, patrolhn’ the high 
seas There ain’t a port in China where w*e wouldn’t be better 
treated Yes, a Boxer ’ud be ashamed of it,’ said Pyecroft 
A cloud of fine dust boomed down the road 
‘Some happy craft with a well-found engine-room* How dif- 
ferent*’ panted HinchchfFe, bent over the starboard mudguard 
It was a claret-coloured petrol car, and it stopped courteously, 
as good cars will at sight of trouble 

‘Water, only water,’ I answered in reply to offers of help 
‘There’s a lodge at the end of these oak palings They’ll give 
you all you want Say I sent you Gregory — Michael Gregory 
Goodbye*’ 

‘Ought to ’avc been in the Service Prob’ly is,’ was Pyccroft’s 
comment 

At that thrice-blessed lodge our water-tank was filled (I dare 
not quote Mr Hinchcliffe’s remarks when he saw the collapsible 
rubber bucket with which we did it) and w r e re-embarked It 
seemed (hat Sir Michael Gregory owned many acres, and that 
his park ran for miles 

t objection to your going through it,’ said the lodge-keeper 
It II save you a goodish bit to Instead Wick ’ 

But, we needed petrol, which could be purchased at Pig- 
ginfold, a few miles farther up, and so we held to the maul 
road, as our fate had decreed 

‘We’ve come seven miles m fifty-four minutes, so far,’ said 
Ihneheliffe (he was driving with greater freedom and less re- 
sponsibility), ‘and now we have to fill our bunkers This is 
worse t linn the* Channel Fleet ’ 

At Pigginfold, after ten minutes, wc refilled our petrol tank 
n ' nl lavishly oiled our engines Mr Hinchchfife wished to dis- 
charge our engineer on the grounds that he (Mr Hinchcliffc) 
was now entirely abreast of his work To this I demurred, for I 
knew my car. She had, m the language of the road, held up for 
n (, «y ^ half, and by most bitter experience I suspected that 

her umc was very near Therefore, three miles short of 
Cmghum, I was less surprised than anyone, excepting always 
my engineer, when the engines set up a lunatic clucking 
aficr two or three kicks, jammed 
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‘Heaven forgive me all the harsh things I may have said 
ibout destroyers in my sinful time'’ wailed Hmchcliffe, 
mapping bach the throttle ‘What’s worry in’ Ada now 5 ’ 

‘The forward eccentnc-strap screw ’s dropped off,’ said the 
engineer, investigating 

‘That all? I thought it was a propeller-blade ’ 

‘We must go an’ look for it. There isn’t another ’ 

‘Not me,’ said Pyecroft from his seat. ‘Out pinnace, Hinch, 
an’ creep for it It won’t be more than five miles bach ’ 

The two men, with bowed heads, moved up the road 
‘Look, like etymologists, don’t they’ Does she decant her 
innards often, so to speak’’ Py ecroft ashed 
I told him the true tale of a race-full of ball bearings strewn 
four miles along a Hampshire road, and by me recovered m 
detail He was profoundly touched 

Poor Hinch! Poor — poor Hinch 1 ’ he said ‘And that’s only 
one of her little games, is it? He’ll be homesick for the Navy by 
night.’ 


When the search-party doubled bach with the missing screw, 
11 was HinchchfTe who replaced it in less than five minutes, 
while my engineer looked on admiringly 

Wour boiler’s only seated on four little paper-clips,’ he said, 
crawling from beneath her ‘She’s a wicker-willow lunch-basket 

e ow She s a runnin’ miracle Have you had this combustible 
spmt-lamp long’’ 

I told him 


And y ct you were afraid to come into the Nightmare ' s engine- 
room when we were runnin’ trials'’ 

It s all a matter of taste,’ Pyecroft volunteered ‘But I will 
> or y ou, Hinch, you ve certainly got the hang of her steamin’ 
gadgets in quick time ’ 

He was driving her very' sweetly, but with a worried look m 
nis t e ye an d a tremor m his arm 

She don’t seem to answer her helm somehow,’ he said 

•We vZlrl bt Pky t0 steering-gear,’ said my engineer 
generally tighten it up every few miles ’ 

half 1 t0 St ° P now? We ’ ve run as much as one mile and a 
half without incident,’ he replied tartly 
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‘Then you’re lucky,’ said my engineer, bristling m turn 
‘They’ll wreck the whole turret out o’ nasty professional 
spite m a minute,’ said Pyecroft ‘That’s the worst o’ machinery 
Man dead ahead, Hinch - semaphorin’ like the flagship m a 
fit!’ 

‘Amen!’ said Hinchchffe ‘Shall I stop, or shall I cut him 
down?’ 

He stopped, for full m the centre of the Lmghurst Road 
stood a person m pepper-and-salt raiment (ready-made), with a 
brown telegraph envelope m his hands 

‘Twenty-three and a half miles an hour,’ he began, weighing 
a small beam-engine of a Waterbury m one red paw ‘From the 
top of the hill over our measured quarter-mile — twenty-three 
and a half’ 

‘You manurial gardener — ’ Hinchchffe began I prodded him 
wammgly from behind, and laid the other hand on Pyecroft’s 
stiffening knee 

‘Also - on information received — drunk and disorderly m 
charge of a motor-car - to the common danger - two men like 
sailors in appearance,’ the man went on 

‘Like sailors! That’s Agg’s little roose No wonder he 
smiled at us,’ said Pyecroft 

‘I’ve been waiting for you some time,’ the man concluded, 
foldmg up the telegram 
‘Who’s the owner?’ 

I indicated myself 

‘Then I want you as well as the two seafarmg men Drunk 
and disorderly can be treated summary You come on ’ 

My relations with the Sussex constabulary have, so far, been 
of the best, but I could not love this person 

‘Of course you have your authority to show?’ I hinted 
‘I’ll show it you at Lmghurst,’ he retorted hotly — ‘all the 
authority you want ’ 

‘I only want the badge, or warrant, or whatever it is a plain- 
clothes man has to show ’ 

He made as though to produce it, but checked himself, re- 
peating less politely the invitation to Lmghurst The action and 
the tone confirmed my many-times-tested theory that the bulk 
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of English shoregoing institutions are based on conformable 
strata of absolutely impervious inaccuracy I reflected and 
became aware of a drumming on the back of the front seat that 
Pyecroft, bowed forward and relaxed, was tapping with his 
knuckles The hardly checked fury on Hinchcliffe’s brow had 
given place to a greasy imbecility, and he nodded over the 
steering-bar In longs and shorts, as laid down by the pious and 
immortal Mr Morse, Pyecroft tapped out, ‘Sham drunk Get 
him in the car ’ 

‘I can’t stay here all day,’ said the constable 
Pyecroft raised his head Then was seen with what majesty 
the British sailor-man envisages a new situation 

‘Met gennelman heavy sheeway,’ said he ‘Do’ tell me British 
gelman can’t give ’ole Bnsh Navy lif’ own blighted ste’ cart 
Have another dnnkF 

‘I didn’t know they were as drunk as all that when they stopped 
me,’ I explained 

‘You can say all that at Lmghurst,’ was the answer ‘Come 
on ’ 

‘Quite right,’ I said ‘But the question is, if you take these 
two out on the road, they’ll fall down or start killing you ’ 
‘Then I’d call on you to assist me in the execution o’ my 
duty ’ 

‘But I’d see you further first You’d better come with us m 
the car I’ll turn this passenger out.’ (This was my engineer, 
sitting quite silent ) ‘You don’t want him, and, anyhow, he’d 
only be a witness for the defence ’ 

‘That’s true,’ said the constable ‘But it wouldn’t make any 
odds - at Lmghurst ’ 

My engineer skipped into the bracken like a rabbit I bade 
him cut across Sir Michael Gregory’s park, and if he caught my 
friend, to tell him I should probably be rather late for lunch 
‘I ain’t going to be driven by him ’ Our destined prey pointed 
at Hmchcliffe with apprehension 

‘Of course not You take my seat and keep the big sailor m 
order He’s too drunk to do much I’ll change places with the 
other one Only be quick, I want to pay my fine and get it over ’ 
‘That’s the way to look at it,’ he said, dropping mto the left 

167 



Traffics and Discoveries 

rear seat ‘We’re making quite a lot out o’ you motor gentry ’ 
He folded his arms judicially as the car gathered way under 
Hmchcliffe’s stealthy hand 

‘But you aren’t dnving ? ’ he cried, half rising 
‘You’ve noticed it ? ’ said Pyecroft, and embraced him with 
one anaconda-like left arm 

‘Don’t kill him,’ said Hinchcliffc briefly ‘I want to show 
him what twenty-three and a quarter is ’ We were going a fair 
twelve, which was about the car’s limit 

Our passenger swore something and then groaned 
‘Hush, darling 1 ’ said Pyecroft, ‘or I’ll have to hug you ’ 
The mam road, white under the noon sun, lay broad before 
us, running north to Linghurst We slowed and looked anxiously 
for a side track 

‘And now,’ said I, ‘I want to see your authority ’ 

‘The badge of your ratin’,’ Pyecroft added 
‘I’m a constable,’ he said, and kicked Indeed, his boots 
would have bewrayed him across half a county’s plough, but 
boots are not legal evidence 

‘I want your authority,’ I repeated coldly, ‘some evidence 
that you are not a common, drunken tramp ’ 

It was as I had expected He had forgotten or mislaid his 
badge He had neglected to learn the outlines of the work for 
which he received money and consideration, and he expected 
me, the taxpayer, to go to infinite trouble to supplement his 
deficiencies 

‘If you don’t believe me, come to Linghurst,’ was the burden 
of his almost national anthem 

‘But I can’t run all over Sussex every time a blackmailer 
jumps up and says he is a policeman ’ 

‘Why, it’s quite close,’ he persisted 
‘’Twon’t be — soon,’ said Hmchcliffe 
‘None of the other people ever made any trouble To be sure 
they was gentlemen,’ he cried ‘All I can say is, it may be very 
funny, but it ain’t fair ’ 

I laboured with him m this dense fog, but to no end He had 
forgotten his badge, and we were villains for that we did not 
cart him to the pub or barracks where he had left it 
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Pyecroft listened critically as we spun along the hard road 
‘If he was a concentrated Boer, he couldn’t expect much 
more,’ he observed ‘Now, suppose I’d been a lady in a delicate 
state o’hcalth - you’d ha’ made me very ill with your doings ’ 
‘I wish I ’ad ’Ere' ’Elp' ’Elp' Hi' 5 

The man had seen a constable in uniform fifty yards ahead, 
where a lane ran into the road, and would have said more but 
that Hinchcliffe jerked her up that lane with a wrench that 
nearly capsized us as the constable came running heavily 
It seemed to me that both our guest and his fellow-villain m 
uniform smiled as we fled down the road easterly betwixt the 
narrowing hedges 

‘You’ll know all about it m a little time,’ said our guest 
‘You’ve only yourselves to thank for runnm’ your ’ead into a 
trap ’ And he whistled ostentatiously 
We made no answer 

‘If that man ’ad chose, ’e could have identified me,’ he said 
Still we were silent 

‘But ’e’U do it later, when you’re caught ’ 

‘Not if you go on talking ’E won’t be able to,’ said Pyecroft 
‘I don’t know what traverse you think you’re workm’, but your 
duty till you’re put m cells for a highway robber is to love, 
honour, an’ cherish me most special - performin’ all evolutions 
signalled m rapid time I tell you this, in case o’ anything 
turnin’ up ’ 

‘Don’t you fret about things turnin’ up,’ was the reply 
Hinchcliffe had given the car a generous throttle, and she 
was well set to work, when, without warning, the road - there 
are two or three m Sussex like it - turned down and ceased 
‘Holy Muclans'’ he cried, and stood on both brakes as our 
helpless tyres slithered over wet grass and bracken - down and 
down into forest — early British woodland It was the change of 
a nightmare, and that all should fit, fifty yards ahead of us a 
babbling brook barred our way On the far side a velvet green 
ride, sprinkled with rabbits and fern, gently sloped upwards 
and away, but behind us was no hope Fort} horse-power would 
nc\cr have rolled wet pneumatic tyres up that \crdurous cliff 
we had descended 
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rear scat ‘We’re making quite a lot out o’ you motor gentry ’ 
He folded his arms judicially as the car gathered way under 
HinchclifTe’s stealthy hand 

‘But you aren’t driving*’ he cried, half rising 
‘You’ve noticed it*’ said Pyecroft, and embraced him with 
one anaconda-like left arm 

‘Don’t kill him,’ said Hinchchffe briefly ‘I want to show 
him what twenty-three and a quarter is ’ We were going a fair 
twelve, which was about the car’s limit 

Our passenger swore something and then groaned 
‘Hush, darling!’ said Pyecroft, ‘or I’ll have to hug you ’ 
The mam road, white under the noon sun, lay broad before 
us, running north to Linghurst We slowed and looked anxiously 
for a side track 

‘And now,’ said I, ‘I want to see your authority ’ 

‘The badge of your ratin’,’ Pyecroft added 
‘I’m a constable,’ he said, and kicked Indeed, his boots 
would have bewrayed him across half a county’s plough, but 
boots are not legal evidence 

‘I want your authority,’ I repeated coldly, ‘some evidence 
that you are not a common, drunken tramp ’ 

It was as I had expected He had forgotten or mislaid his 
badge He had neglected to learn the outlines of the work for 
which he received money and consideration, and he expected 
me, the taxpayer, to go to infinite trouble to supplement his 
deficiencies 

‘If you don’t believe me, come to Linghurst,’ was the burden 
of his almost national anthem 

‘But I can’t run all over Sussex every time a blackmailer 
jumps up and says he is a policeman ’ 

‘Why, it’s quite close,’ he persisted 
‘’Twon’t be - soon,’ said Hmchcliffc 

‘None of the other people ever made any trouble To be sure 
they was gendemen,’ he cried ‘All I can say is, it may be very 
funny, but it ain’t fair ’ 

I laboured with him in this dense fog, but to no end He had 
forgotten his badge, and we were villains for that we did not 
cart him to the pub or barracks where he had left it 
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T . . , loose one behind her, as she 

‘She - she bcfces 

Brushed with W e been fastened down 

IS flte out of my hand Don t you 

thuA I conned her lie 2 0 ^™est propmatingly 

7 neeer OT anything lie it, sain out gn v j 

‘And now, gentlemen, if you'll Ictmc go , 

promise yon yon won’t hear another word from me. 

‘Get m,’ *nd Pvecroft, as we puffed out on to a metal.e 

road once more TVe ’aren’t begun on you yet 

‘A , ole’s a jole,’ he replied ‘1 don’t mind a Uttle bit of a )Olc 

myself, but this is going beyond it , We’ll 

‘Miles an’ nules beyond it, if this machine stands up W e U 

want water pretty soon.’ pr i 

Our guest’s countenance brightened, and Pyecro p 


1L ‘Let me tell you,’ he said earnestly, ‘It won’t make any differ- 
ence to you whatever happens Barrm’ a dhow or two a ) urr ^ 
vra), pnzes are scarce in the Navy Hence we never a an o 
’em ’ 

There was a long silence Pyecroft broke it sudden y - 
‘Robert,’ he said, ‘have you a mother 7 ’ 

‘Yes’ 


l Ha\e you a big brother 7 ’ 
‘Yes’ 


‘An’ a little sister 7 ’ 

‘Yes’ 

‘Robert Does your mamma keep a dog 7 ’ 

‘Yes Why 7 ’ 

‘All right, Robert I won’t forget it ’ 

I looked for an explanation 

T saw his cabinet photograph in full uniform on the man- 
telpiece o’ that cottage before faithful Fido turned up,’ Pyecroft 
whispered ‘Ain’t you glad it’s all m the family somehow 7 ’ ^ 
We filled v ,ih rater at a cottage on the edge of St Leonard’s 
F -z\\A ■*,, /yf,* leakage made shift to climb 

the * ttan ^ tfi/ '<j , Knowing the car as I did, 1 felt 
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‘H’m 1 ’ Our guest coughed significantly ‘A great many cars 
thinks they can take this road, but they all come back We walks 
after ’em at our convenience ’ 

‘Meanin’ that the other jaunty is now pursuin’ us on his lily 
feet?’ said Pyccroft 

‘Precisely ’ 

‘An’ you think,’ said Pyccroft (I have no hope to render the 
scorn of the words), 'that'll make any odds 5 Get out 1 ’ 

The man obeyed with alacrity. 

‘See those spars up-ended over there 5 I mean that wickyup- 
thmg Hop-poles, then, you rural blighter Keep on fetching 
me hop-poles at the double ’ 

And he doubled, Pjecroft at his heels; for they had arrived at 
a perfect understanding 

There was a stack of hurdles a few yards down stream, laid 
aside after sheep-washing, and there were stepping-stones m 
the brook Hinchcliffc rearranged these last to make some sort 
of causewaj', I brought up the hurdles, and when Pyccroft and 
his subaltern had dropped a dozen hop-poles across the stream, 
laid them down over all 

‘Talk o’ the Agricultur’l Hall!’ he said, mopping his brow 
- ‘ ’tisn’t in it with us The approach to the bridge must now 
be paved with hurdles, ovin’ to the squashy nature o’ the 
country Yes, an’ we’d better have one or two on the far side 
to lead her on to terror fertmor Now, Hinch! Give her full 
steam and ’op along If she slips off, we’re done Shall I take 
the wheel 5 ’ 

‘No This is my job,’ said the first-class engine-room arti- 
ficer ‘Get over the far side, and be ready to catch her if she 
jibs on the uphill ’ 

We crossed that clastic structure and stood ready amid the 
bracken Hinchcliffc gave her a full steam and she came like a 
destroyer on her trial There was a crack, a flicker of white 
water, and she was in our arms fifty yards up the slope, or 
rather, we were behind her pushing her madly towards a patch 
of raw gravel whereon her wheels could bite Of the bridge 
remained only a few wildly vibrating hop-poles, and those 
hurdles which had been sunk m the mud of the approaches 
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happened — but I was stopped near Instead Wick myself,’ cned 
Kysh 

‘What for 5 ’ 

‘Leaving car unattended An infernal swindle, when you 
think of the loose carts outside every pub in the county I was 
jawing with the police for an hour, but it’s no use They’ve got 
it all their own way, and we’re helpless ’ 

Hereupon I told him my tale, and for proof, as we topped 
the hill, pointed out the little group round my car 

All supreme emotion is dumb Kysh put on the brake and 
hugged me to his bosom till I groaned Then, as I remember, 
he crooned like a mother returned to her suckling 
‘Divinel Divine!’ he murmured ‘Command me ’ 

‘Take charge of the situation,’ I said ‘You’ll find a Mr 
Pyecroft on the quarter-deck I’m altogether out of it ’ 

‘He shall stay there Who am I but the instrument of ven- 
geance m the hands of an overruling Providence? (And I put m 
fresh sparking-plugs this morning ) Salmon, take that steam- 
kettle home, somehow I would be alone ’ 

‘Leggat,’ I said to my man, ‘help Salmon home with my car ’ 
‘Home ? Now? It’s hard It’s cruel hard,’ said Leggat, almost 
with a sob 

Hinchcliffe outlined my car’s condition briefly to the two 
engineers Mr Pyecroft clung to our guest, who stared with 
affrighted eyes at the palpitating Octopod, and the free wmd 
of high Sussex whimpered across the ling 

‘I am quite agreeable to walkin’ ’ome all the way on my feet,’ 
said our guest. ‘I wouldn’t go to any railway station It ’ud be 
just the proper finish to our little joke ’ He laughed nervously 
‘What’s the evolution' 1 ’ said Pyecroft ‘Do we turn over to 
the new cruiser?’ 

I nodded, and he escorted our guest to the tonneau with care 
When I was in, he sat himself broad-armed on the little flap- 
seat which controls the door HmchchfTe sat by Kysh 

‘You drive?’ Kysh asked, with the smile that has won him his 
chequered way through the world 

‘Steam only, and I’ve about had my whack for today 
thanks ’ 
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‘I see ’ 

The long, low car slid forward and then dropped like a bullet 
down the descent our steam toy had so painfully climbed Our 
guest’s face blanched, and he clutched the back of the tonneau 
‘New commander’s evidently been trained on a destroyer,’ 
said Hmchcliffe 

‘What’s ’is wonderful name*’ whispered Pyecroft ‘Ho! Well, 
I’m glad it ain’t Saul we’ve run up against — nor Nimshi, for 
that matter This is makm’ me feel religious ’ 

Our impetus carried us half-way up the next slope, where we 
steadied to a resonant fifteen an hour against the collar. 

‘What do you think 5 ” I called to Hmchcliffe 
‘’Taint as sweet as steam, o’ course, but for power it’s twice 
the Turious against half the faseur m a head-sea ’ 

Volumes could not have touched it more exactly His bright 
eyes were glued on Kysh’s hands juggling with levers behind 
the discreet backward sloping dash 

‘An’ what sort of a brake might you use 5 ” he said politely 
‘This,’ Kysh replied, as the last of the hill shot up to one m 
eight He let the car run back a few feet and caught her dcfdy 
on the brake, repeating the performance cup and ball fashion 
It was like being daped above the Pit at the end of an uncoiled 
solar plexus Even Pyecroft held his breath 

‘It ain’t fair! It ain’t fair 1 ’ our guest moaned ‘You’re makin’ 
me sick ’ 

‘What an ungrateful blighter he is 1 ’ said Pyecroft ‘Money 
couldn’t buy you a run like this Do it well overboard 1 ’ 
‘We’ll just trundle up the Forest and drop into the Park Row, 
I think,’ said Kysh ‘There’s a bit of good going hereabouts ’ 
He flung a careless knee over the low raking tiller that the 
ordinary expert puts under his armpit, and down four miles of 
yellow road, cut through barren waste, the Octopod sang like a 
six-inch shell 

‘Whew! But you know your job,’ said Hmchcliffe ‘You’re 
wasted here I’d give something to have you m my engine- 
room ’ 

‘He’s steering with ’is little hmd-Iegs,’ said Pyecroft ‘Stand 
up and look at him, Robert You’ll never see such a sight again 1 ’ 
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‘Nor don’t want to,’ was our guest’s rcplj The ’undred 
pounds wouldn’t begin to cover 'is fines even since I’ve been 
with him ’ 

Park Row is reached bv one hill which drops three hundred 
feet m half a mile Kvsh had the thought to steer with his hand 
down the abvss, but the manner m which lie took the curved 
bndge at the bottom brought mj few remaining hairs much 
nearer the grave 

“We’re m Surrev now , better look out,’ I said 
‘Never mind I’ll roll her into Kent for a bit We’ve lots of 
time, it’s onlj three o’clock ’ 

‘Won’t jou want to fill jour bunkers, or take water, or oil her 
up 5 ’ said Hinchcbfic 

‘We don’t use water, and she’s good for two hundred on one 
tank o’ petrol if she doesn’t break down ’ 

‘Two hundred miles from ’omc and mother and faithful 
Fido tonight, Robert,' said Pjccroft, slapping our guest on the 
knee ‘Cheer up' Whv, I’ve known a destrojer do less ’ 

We passed with some dcccncj through some towns, till bj 
waj of the Hastings road we whirled into Cramberhurst, which 
is a deep pit 

‘Now,’ said Kvsh, ‘we begin ’ 

‘Previous service not reckoned towards pension,’ said Pjc- 
croft ‘We arc doin’ you lavish, Robert ’ 

‘But when’s this silly game to finish, any’ow 5 ’ our guest 
snarled 

‘Don’t worry about the when of it, Robert The where's the 
interestin’ point for j ou just now ’ 

I had seen Kjsh drive before, and I thought I knew the 
Octopod, but that afternoon he and she were exalted beyond 
my knowledge He improvised on the kejs - the snapping levers 
and quivenng accelerators - marvellous variations, so that our 
progress was sometimes a fugue and sometimes a barn-dance, 
varied on open greens by the weaving of fairy rings When I 
protested, all that he would say was ‘I’ll hypnotize the fowl! 
I’ll dazzle the rooster 1 ’ or other words equally futile And she - 
oh’ that I could do her justice! - she turned her broad black 
bows to the westering light, and lifted us high upon hills that 

175 


Traffics and Discoveries 

we might see and rejoice with her She whooped into veiled 
hollows of elm and Sussex oak, she devoured infinite perspectives 
of park palings, she surged through forgotten hamlets, whose 
single streets gave back, reduplicated, the clatter of her exhaust, 
and, tireless, she repeated the motions Over naked uplands she 
droned like a homing bee, her shadow lengthening m the sun 
that she chased to his lair She nosed up unparochial byways 
and accommodation-roads of the least accommodation, and put 
old scarred turf or new-raised molehills under her most marvel- 
lous springs with never a jar And since the King’s highway is 
used for every purpose save traffic, in mid-career she stepped 
aside for, or flung amazing loops about, the brainless driver, 
the driverless horse, the drunken carrier, the engaged couple, 
the female student of the bicycle and her staggering instructor, 
the pig, the perambulator, and the infant school (where it 
disembogued yelping on cross-roads), with the grace of Nellie 
Farrcn (upon whom be the Peace) and the lithe abandon of all 
the Vokes family But at heart she was ever Judic as I remember 
that Judic long ago - Judic clad in bourgeois black from wrist 
to ankle, achieving incredible improprieties 

We were silent - Hmchcliffe and Pyecroft through profes- 
sional appreciation, I with a layman’s delight m the expert, and 
our guest because of fear 

At the edge of the evening she smelt the sea to southward 
and sheered thither like the strong-winged albatross, to circle 
enormously amid green flats fringed by martello towers 
‘Ain’t that Eastbourne yonder?’ said our guest, reviving ‘I’ve 
a aunt there - she’s cook to a J P - could identify me ’ 

‘Don’t worry her for a little thing like that,’ said Pyecroft, 
and ere he had ceased to praise family love, our unpaid judi- 
ciary, and domestic service, the Downs rose between us and 
the sea, and the Long Man of Hillingdon lay out upon the 
turf 

‘Trevmgton — up yonder — is a fairly isolated little dorp,’ I 
said, for I was beginning to feel hungry 

‘No,’ said Kysh ‘He’d get a lift to the railway m no time 
Besides, I’m enjoying myself Three pounds eighteen and 
sixpence Infernal swindle!’ 
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I take it one of his more recent fines was rankling in Kysh’s 
brain, but he drove like the Archangel of the Twilight 
About the longitude of Cassocks, HmchclifTc yawned 
‘Aren’t we ever goin’ to maroon our Robert* I’m hungry, too 1 
‘The commodore wants his money back,’ I answered 
‘If he dm cs like this habitual, there must be a tidyish little 
lump owin’ to him,’ said Pyecroft ‘Well, I’m agreeable ’ 

‘I didn’t know it could be done S’welp me, I didn’t,’ our 
guest murmured 

‘But you vnll,’ said Ky sh And that was the first and last time 
he addressed the man 

We ran through Pcnficld Green, half stupefied with open 
air, drugged with the relentless boom of the Octopod, and 
extinct with famine 

‘I used to shoot about here,’ said Kysh, a few miles farther 
on ‘Open that gate, please,’ and he slowed as the sun touched 
the sky-lme At this point wc left metalled roads and bucked 
vigorously amid ditches and under trees for twenty minutes 
‘Only cross-country car on the market,’ he said, as wc wheeled 
into a straw -yard where a lone bull bellowed defiance to our 
growlmgs ‘Open that gate, please I hope the cattle-bridge will 
stand up ’ 

Tv c took a few risks in my time,’ said Pyccroft as timbers 
cracked beneath us and wc entered between thickets, ‘but I’m a 
babe to this man, Hinch ’ 

‘Don’t talk to me Watch him! It’s a liberal education, as 
Shakespeare says Fallen tree on the port bow, Sir ’ 

‘Right 1 That’s my mark Sit tight!’ 

She flung up her tail like a sounding whale and buried us in a 
fifteen-foot deep bndle-path buttressed with the exposed roots 
of enormous beeches The wheels leaped from root to rounded 
boulder, and it was very dark m the shadow of the fobage 
‘There ought to be a hammer-pond somewhere about here ’ 
Kysh was letting her down this chute in brakeful spasms 
Water dead ahead, Sir Stack o’ brushwood on the starboard 
beam, and — no road,’ sang Pyccroft 

Cr-r-n-key’’ said Hinchclifife, as the car on a wild cant to 
the left went astern, screwing herself round the angle of a track 
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that overhung the pond ‘If she only had two propellers, I 
believe she’d talk poetry She can do everything else ’ 

‘We’re rather on our port wheels now,’ said Kysh, ‘but I 
don’t think she’ll capsize This road isn’t used much by 
motors ’ 

‘You don’t say so,’ said Pyecroft ‘What a pity 1 ’ 

She bored through a mass of crackling brushwood, and 
emerged into an upward-sloping fem-glade fenced with woods 
so virgin, so untouched, that William Rufus might have ridden 
off as we entered We climbed out of the violet-purple shadows 
towards the upland where the last of the day lingered I was 
filled to my moist eyes with the almost sacred beauty of sense 
and association that clad the landscape 

‘Does ’unger produce ’alluciations'” said Pyecroft m a whis- 
per ‘Because I’ve just seen a sacred ibis walkin’ arm in arm 
with a British cock-pheasant ’ 

‘What are you pamckin’ at ? ’ said Hinchcliffe ‘I’ve been 
seem’ zebra for the last two minutes, but / ’aven’t complained ’ 
He pointed behind us, and I beheld a superb painted zebra 
(Burchell’s, I think), following our track with palpitating nos- 
trils The car stopped, and it fled away 

There was a little pond in front of us from which rose a 
dome of irregular sticks crowned with a blunt-muzzled beast 
that sat upon its haunches 
‘Is it catching?’ said Pyecroft 
‘Yes I’m seeing beaver,’ I replied 

‘It is here 1 ’ said Kysh, with the air and gesture of Captain 
Nemo, and half turned 

‘No — no — noi For ’Eaven’s sake — not ’ere 1 ’ Our guest 
gasped like a sea-bathed child, as four efficient hands swung 
him far out-board on to the turf The car ran back noiselessly 
down the slope 

‘Look 1 Look 1 It’s sorcery 1 ’ cried Hinchcliffe 
There was a report like a pistol-shot as the beaver dived from 
the roof of his lodge, but we watched our guest He was on his 
knees, praying to kangaroos Yea, in his bowler hat he kneeled 
before kangaroos — gigantic, erect, silhouetted against the light 
— four buck-kangaroos m the heart of Sussex 1 
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And vrc retrogressed o\ cr the \ eh ct grass till our hind-wheels 
struck v. ell-rolled gravel, leading us to sanity, main roads, and, 
half an hour later, the ‘Grapnel Inn’ at Horsham 

After a great meal we poured libations and made burnt- 
offerings in honour of Kysh, who received our homage gra- 
ciously, and, by the way, explained a few things m the natural 
history line that had puzzled us England is a most marv cllous 
country, but one is not, till one knows the eccentricities of large 
landowners, trained to accept kangaroos, zebras, or beavers as 
part of its landscape 

When we went to bed Pyccroft pressed my hand, his voice 
thick with emotion 

‘We owe it to you,’ he said ‘We owe it all to you Didn’t I 
say we never met m pup-pup-puns nattira hints , if I may so put 
it, without a remarkably hccnc day ahead of us 5 ’ 

‘That’s all right,’ I said ‘Mind the candle ’ He was tracing 
smoke-patterns on the wall 

‘But what I want to know is whether we’ll succeed m ac- 
climatizin' the blighter, or whether Sir William Gardner’s 
keepers ’ll kill ’im before ’c gets accustomed to ’is sur- 
roundinV’ 

Some day, I think, we must go up the Linghurst Road and 
find out 



{; ‘Wireless’ ]f 


Kaspar’s Song in ‘Varda’ 

{From the Swedish of Stagnehus) 

Eyes aloft, over dangerous places, 

The children follow where Psyche flies, 

And, m the sweat of their upturned faces, 

Slash with a net at the empty skies 

So it goes they fall amid brambles, 

And sting their toes on the nettle-tops, 

Till after a thousand scratches and scrambles 
They wipe their brows, and the hunting stops 

Then to quiet them comes their father 
And stills the not of pam and gncf, 

Saying, ‘Little ones, go and gather 
Out of my garden a cabbage leaf 

‘You will find on it whorls and clots of 
Dull grey eggs that, properly fed, 

Turn, by way of the worm, to lots of 
Radiant Psyches raised from the dead ’ 


‘Heaven is beautiful, Earth is ugly,’ 

The three-dimensioned preacher saith 
So we must not look where the snail and the slug he 
For Psyche’s birth And that is our death! 
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‘It’s a funny thing, this Marconi business, isn’t it 5 ’ said Mr 
Shay nor, coughing heavily ‘Nothing seems to make any differ- 
ence, by what they tell me - storms, hills, or anything, but if 
that’s true we shall know before morning 1 

‘Of course it’s true,’ I answered, stepping behind the counter 
‘Where’s old Mr Cashed 5 ’ 

‘He’s had to go to bed on account of his influenza He said 
you’d scry likely drop m ’ 

‘Where’s his nephew 5 ’ 

‘Inside, getting the things ready He told me that the last 
time they experimented they put the pole on the roof of one of 
the big hotels here, and the batteries electrified all the vvatcr- 
supply, and’ - he giggled - ‘the ladies got shocks when they 
took their baths ’ 

‘I never heard of that ’ 

‘The hotel wouldn’t exactly advertise it, would it 5 Just now, 
by what Mr Cashed tells me, they’re trying to signal from here 
to Poole, and they’re using stronger batteries than ever But, 
you see, he being the guvnor’s nephew and all that (and it will 
be m the papers too), it doesn’t matter how they electrify things 
m this house Are you going to watch-*’ 

‘Very much I\c never seen this game Aren’t you going to 
bed'’ 

‘We don’t close tall ten on Saturdays There’s a good deal of 
influenza m town, too, and there’ll be a dozen prescriptions 
coming in before morning I generally sleep m the chair here 
It’s warmer than jumping out of bed every time Bitter cold, 
isn’t it?’ 

‘Freezing hard I’m sorry your cough’s worse ’ 

‘Thank you I don’t mmd cold so much It’s this wind that 
fair cuts me to pieces ’ He coughed again hard and hackmgly, 
as an old lady came in for ammomated quinine ‘We’ve just run 
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out of it in bottles, madam,’ said Mr Shaynor, returning to the 
professional tone, ‘but if you will wait two minutes, I’ll make it 
up for you, madam ’ 

I had used the shop for some time, and my acquaintance 
with the proprietor had ripened into friendship It was Mr 
Cashell who revealed to me the purpose and power of Apoth- 
ecaries’ Hall what time a fellow-chemist had made an error in a 
prescription of mine, had lied to cover his sloth, and when error 
and lie were brought home to him had written vain letters 

‘A disgrace to our profession,’ said the thin, mild-eyed man, 
hotly, after studying the evidence ‘You couldn’t do a better 
service to the profession than report him to Apothecaries’ 
Hall ’ 

I did so, not knowing what djinns I should evoke, and the 
result was such an apology as one might make who had spent a 
night on the rack I conceived great respect for Apothecaries’ 
Hall, and esteem for Mr Cashell, a zealous craftsman who 
magnified his calling Until Mr Shaynor came down from the 
North his assistants had by no means agreed with Mr Cashell 
‘They forget,’ said he, ‘that, first and foremost, the compounder 
is a medicine-man On him depends the physician’s reputation 
He holds it literally in the hollow of his hand. Sir.’ 

Mr Shaynor’s manners had not, perhaps, the polish of the 
grocery and Italian warehouse next door, but he knew and 
loved his dispensary work m every detail For relaxation he 
seemed to go no farther afield than the romance of drugs - 
their discovery, preparation, packing, and export — but it led 
him to the ends of the earth, and on this subject, and the 
Pharmaceutical Formulary, and Nicholas Culpepper, most 
confident of physicians, w r e met 

Little by little I grew to know something of his beginnings 
and his hopes — of his mother, who had been a school-teacher 
m one of the northern counties, and of his red-headed father, 
a small job-master at Kirby Moors, who died when he was a 
child, of the examinations he had passed and of their exceeding 
and increasing difficulty, of his dreams of a shop in London, 
of his hate for the price-cutting Co-operative stores, and, most 
interesting, of his mental attitude towards customers 
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‘There’s a way you get into,’ he told me, ‘of serving them 
carefullj , and I hope, politely, without stopping your own 
thinking I’ve been reading Christy’s New Commercial Plants all 
this autumn, and that needs keeping your mind on it, I can tell 
you So long as it isn’t a prescription, of course, I can carry as 
much as half a page of "Christy m my head, and at the same 
time I could sell out all that window twice over, and not a 
penny wrong at the end As to prescriptions, I think I could 
make up the general run of ’em m my sleep, almost ’ 

For reasons of my own, I w as deeply interested m Marconi 
experiments at their outset m England, and it was of a piece 
with Mr Cashcll’s unvarying thoughtfulness that, when his 
nephew the electrician appropriated the house for a long- 
range installation, he should, as I have said, invite me to see the 
result. 

The old lady went away with her medicine, and Mr Shaynor 
and I stamped on the tiled floor behind the counter to keep 
ourselves warm The shop, by the light of the many electrics, 
looked like a Pans-diamond mine, for Mr Cashell believed m 
all the ritual of his craft Three superb glass jars — red, green, 
and blue - of the sort that led Rosamund to parting with her 
shoes - blazed in the broad plate-glass windows, and there was 
a confused smell of oms, Kodak films, vulcanite, tooth-powder, 
sachets, and almond-cream in the air Mr Shaynor fed the 
dispensary stove, and we sucked cayenne-pepper jujubes and 
menthol lozenges The brutal east wind had cleared the streets, 
and the few passers-by were muffled to their puckered eyes In 
e Italian warehouse next door some gay feathered birds and 
game, hung upon hooks, sagged to the wind across the left edge 
of our window-frame 

They ought to take these poultry in - all knocked about like 
at, said Mr Shaynor ‘Doesn’t it make you feel fair pensh- 
^*g See that old hare' The wind’s nearly blowing the fur off 

I saw the belly-fur of the dead beast blown apart m ridges 
311 if r < ea k S 33 t * ie win( ^ caught it, showing bluish skm under- 
neath Bitter cold,’ said Mr Shaynor, shuddering ‘Fancy going 
out on a night like this! Oh, here’s young Mr Cashell ’ 
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‘I — I’ve got a bit of a rasped throat from smoking cigarettes,’ 
he panted ‘I think I’ll try a cubeb ’ 

‘Better take some of this I’ve been compounding while 
you’ve been away ’ I handed him the brew 

‘’Twon’t make me drunk, will it? I’m almost a teetotaller 
My word! That’s grateful and comforting ’ 

He set down the empty glass to cough afresh 
‘Brr* But it was cold out there* I shouldn’t care to be lying in 
my grave a night like this Don’t you ever have a sore throat 
from smoking?’ He pocketed the handkerchief after a furtive 
peep 

‘Oh, yes, sometimes,’ I replied, wondering, while I spoke, 
mto what agonies of terror I should fall if ever I saw those 
bnght-red danger-signals under my nose Young Mr Cashell 
among the batteries coughed slightly to show that he was quite 
ready to continue his scientific explanations, but I was thinking 
still of the girl with the rich voice and the significandy cut 
mouth, at whose command I had taken charge of the shop It 
flashed across me that she distantly resembled the seductive 
shape on a gold-framed toilet-water advertisement whose 
charms were unholily heightened by the glare from the red 
bottle in the window Turning to make sure, I saw Mr Shaynor s 
eyes bent m the same direction, and by instinct recognized that 
the flamboyant thing was to him a shrine ‘What do you take 
for your - cough?’ I asked 

‘Well, I’m the wrong side of the counter to believe much in 
patent medicines But there are asthma cigarettes and there are 
pastilles To tell you the truth, if you don’t object to the smell, 
which is very like incense, I believe, though I’m not a Roman 
Catholic, Blaudett’s Cathedral Pastilles relieve me as much as 
anything ’ 

‘Let’s try ’ I had never raided a chemist’s shop before, so I 
was thorough We unearthed the pastilles — brown, gummy 
cones of benzoin — and set them alight under the toilet-water 
advertisement, where they fumed m thm blue spirals 

Of course, said Mr Shaynor, to my question, ‘what one uses 
m the shop for one’s self comes out of one’s pocket Why, 
stock-taking in our business is nearly the same as with jewellers 
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- and I can’t say more than that But one gets them’ - he 
pointed to the pasnlle-box - ‘at trade prices ’ Evidently the 
censing of the gay, seven-tinted wench with the teeth was an 
established ntual which cost something 
‘And when do we shut up shop?’ 

‘We stay like this all night The guv — old Mr Cashell — 
doesn’t believe in locks and shutters as compared with electric 
light Besides, it brings trade I’ll just sit here in the chair by 
the stove and write a letter, if you don’t mind Electricity isn’t 
my prescription ’ 

The energetic young Mr Cashell snorted within, and Shaynor 
settled himself up in his chair over which he had thrown a 
staring red, black, and yellow Austrian jute blanket, rather hke 
a table-cover I cast about, amid patent-medicine pamphlets, 
for something to read, but finding little, returned to the 
manufacture of the new drink The Italian warehouse took 
down its game and went to bed Across the street blank shutters 
flung back the gaslight in cold smears, the dried pavement 
seemed to rough up m goose-flesh under the scouring of the 
savage wind, and we could hear, long ere he passed, the police- 
man flapping his arms to keep himself warm Within, the 
flavours of cardamoms and chlonc-ether disputed those of the 
pastilles and a score of drugs and perfume and soap scents Our 
electric lights, set low down in the windows before the tun- 
bellied Rosamund jars, flung inward three monstrous daubs of 
red, blue, and green, that broke into kaleidoscopic lights on the 
facetted knobs of the drug-drawers, the cut-glass scent flagons, 
and the bulbs of the sparklet bottles They flushed the white- 
tiled floor in gorgeous patches splashed along the nickel-silver 
counter-rails, and turned the polished mahogany counter-panels 
to the likeness of intricate grained marbles - slabs of porphyry 
and malachite Mr Shaynor unlocked a drawer, and ere he 
egan to write, took out a meagre bundle of letters From my 
P ace by the stove, I could see the scalloped edges of the paper 
wth a flaring monogram in the comer and could even smell 
e ree k °f chypre At each page he turned toward the toilet- 
water lady of the advertisement and devoured her with over- 
urmnous eyes He had drawn the Austrian blanket over his 
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shoulders, and among those warring lights he looked more than 
ever the incarnation of a drugged moth - a tiger-moth as I 
thought 

He put his letter into an envelope, stamped it with stiff 
mechanical movements, and dropped it in the drawer Then I 
became aware of the silence of a great city asleep — the silence 
that underlaid the even voice of the breakers along the sea- 
front - a thick, tingling quiet of warm life stilled down for its 
appointed time, and unconsciously I moved about the glittering 
shop as one moves in a sick-room Young Mr Cashell was 
adjusting some wire that crackled from time to time with the 
tense, knuckle-stretching sound of the electric spark Upstairs, 
where a door shut and opened swiftly, I could hear his uncle 
coughing abed 

‘Here,’ I said, when the drink was properly warmed, ‘take 
some of this, Mr Shaynor ’ 

He jerked in his chair with a start and a wrench, and held out 
his hand for the glass The mixture, of a rich port-wine colour, 
frothed at the top 

‘It looks,’ he said, suddenly, ‘it looks — those bubbles — like a 
string of pearls winking at you — rather like the pearls round 
that young lady’s neck ’ He turned again to the advertisement 
where the female m the dove-coloured corset had seen fit to 
put on all her pearls before she cleaned her teeth 

‘Not bad, is it ? ’ I said 
‘Eh?’ 

He rolled his eyes heavily full on me, and, as I stared, I 
beheld all meaning and consciousness die out of the swiftly 
dilating pupils His figure lost its stark rigidity, softened into 
the chair, and, chin on chest, hands dropped before him, he 
rested open-eyed, absolutely still 

‘I’m afraid I’ve rather cooked Shaynor’s goose,’ I said, bear- 
ing the fresh drink to young Mr Cashell ‘Perhaps it was the 
chloric-ether ’ 

Oh, he’s all right ’ The spade-bearded man glanced at him 
pityingly ‘Consumptives go off m those sort of doses very 
often It’s exhaustion I don’t wonder I daresay the liquor 
will do him good It’s grand stuff,’ he finished his share appreci- 
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atnely ‘Well, as I was saying - before he interrupted — about 
this little coherer The pinch of dust, you sec, is nickcl-filmgs 
The Hertzian wa^, you see, come out of space from the 
station that despatches ’em, and all these little particles arc 
attracted together - cohere, we call it — for just so long as the 
current passes through them Now t , it’s important to remember 
that the current is an induced current- There arc a good many 
lands of induction -’ 

Wes, but what is induction 5 ’ 

‘That’s rather hard to explain untechnically But the long 
and the short of it is that when a current of electricity passes 
through a wire there’s a lot of magnetism present round that 
wire, and if you put another wire parallel to, and within what 
we call its magnetic field — why then, the second wire will also 
become charged with electricity ’ 

‘On its own account?’ 

‘On its own account.’ 

Then let’s see if I’\e got it correctly Miles off, at Poole, or 
where\er it is- 

‘It will be anywhere in ten years ’ 

YouSe got a charged wire — ’ 

Charged with Hertzian waves which vibrate, say, two 
hundred and thirty million times a second ’ Mr Cashell snaked 
his^ forefinger rapidly through the air 

All right — a charged wire at Poole, giving out these waves 
mt ° space Then this wire of yours sticking out into space — on 
the roof of the house — in some mysterious way gets charged 
with those waves from Poole — ’ 

Or anywhere — it only happens to be Poole tonight ’ 

And those waves set the coherer at w ork just like an ordinary 
telegraph-office ticker 5 ’ 

‘No' That’s where so many people make the mistake The 
Hertzian waves wouldn’t be strong enough to work a great 
heavy Morse instrument like ours They can only just make 
that dust cohere, and while it coheres (a little while for a dot 
and a longer while for a dash) the current from this battery - 
the home battery’ - he laid his hand on the thing - ‘can get 
through to the Morse printing-machine to record the dot or 
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dash Let me make it clearer Do you know anything about 
steam ? ’ 

‘Very little But go on ’ 

‘Well, the coherer is like a steam-valve Any child can open a 
valve and start a steamer’s engines, because a turn of the hand 
lets m the mam steam, doesn’t it? Now, this home battery here 
ready to print is the mam steam The coherer is the valve, 
always ready to be turned on The Hertzian wave is the child’s 
hand that turns it ’ 

‘I see That’s marvellous ’ 

‘Marvellous, isn’t it ? And, remember, we’re only at the be- 
ginning There’s nothing we shan’t be able to do m ten years I 
want to live - my God, how I want to live, and see it develops 
He looked through the door at Shaynor breathing lightly in his 
chair ‘Poor beast 1 And he wants to keep company with Fanny 
Brand ’ 

‘Fanny who ? ’ I said, for the name struck an obscurely familiar 
chord in my brain - something connected with a stained 
handkerchief, and the word ‘arterial’ 

‘Fanny Brand — the girl you kept shop for ’ He laughed 
‘That’s all I know about her, and for the life of me I can’t see 
what Shaynor sees in her, or she m him ’ 

‘Can't you see what he sees in her ? ’ I insisted 

‘Oh, yes, if that's what you mean She’s a great, big, fat 
lump of a girl, and so on I suppose that’s why he’s so crazy 
after her She isn’t his sort Well, it doesn’t matter My uncle 
says he’s bound to die before the year’s out Your drink’s 
given him a good sleep, at any rate ’ Young Mr Cashell could 
not catch Mr Shaynor’s face, which was half turned to the 
advertisement 

I stoked the stove anew, for the room was growing cold, and 
lighted another pastille Mr Shaynor in his chair, never moving, 
looked through and over me with eyes as wide and lustreless as 
those of a dead hare 

‘Poole’s late,’ said young Mr Cashell, when I stepped back 
‘I’ll just send them a call ’ 

He pressed a key in the semi-darkness, and with a rending 
crackle there leaped between two brass knobs a spark, streams 
of sparks, and sparks again 
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‘Grand, isn’t it? That’s the Power - our unknown Power — 
lacking and fighting to be let loose,’ said young Mr Cashcll 
‘There she goes - kick - kick - kick into space I never get o\cr 
the strangeness of it when I work a scnding-machinc — waves 
going into space, you know T R is our call Poole ought to 
answer with ILL’ 

We waited two, three, five minutes In that silence, of which 
the boom of the tide was an orderly part, I caught the clear ‘kiss 
- kiss - kiss’ of the halliards on the roof, as they were blown 
against the installation-pole 

‘Poole is not ready I’ll stay here and call you when he 
is ’ 

I returned to the shop, and set down my glass on a marble 
slab with a careless clink As I did so, Shaynor rose to his 
feet, his eyes fixed once more on the advertisement, where 
the young woman bathed m the light from the red jar 
simpered pmkly o\er her pearls His lips moved without cessa- 
t3 ° n I stepped nearer to listen ‘And threw - and threw — and 

threw,’ he repeated, his face all sharp with some inexplicable 
agony 

I moved forward astonished But it was then he found words 
delivered roundly and clearly These 

And threw warm gules on Madeleine’s young breast. 

The trouble passed off his countenance, and he returned 
lghtly to his place, rubbing his hands 
It had never occurred to me, though we had many times 
discussed reading and prize-competitions as a diversion, that 
Mr Shaynor ever read Keats, or could quote him at all appo- 
sitely There was, after all, a certain stamed-glass effect of light 
on the high bosom of the highly-polished picture which might, 
by stretch of fancy, suggest, as a vile chromo recalls some 
incomparable canvas, the line he had spoken Night, my drink, 
and solitude were evidently turning Mr Shaynor into a poet He 
sat down again and wrote swiftly on his villainous note-paper, 
his hps quivenng 

I shut the door into the inner office and moved up behind 
him He made no sign that he saw or heard I looked over his 

191 


Traffics and Discoveries 

shoulder, and read, amid half-formed words, sentences, and 
wild scratches 


- Very cold it was Very cold 
The hare — the hare — the hare - 
The birds - 

He raised his head sharply, and frowned toward the blank 
shutters of the poulterer’s shop where they jutted out against 
our window Then one clear line came 

The hare, m spite of fur, was very cold 

The head, moving machinc-hl'c, turned right to the advertise- 
ment where the Blaudctt’s Cathedral pastille reeked abom- 
inably He grunted, and went on 

Incense m a censer — 

Before her darling picture framed in gold - 

Maiden’s picture - angel’s portrait - 

‘Hsh 1 ’ said Mr Cashcll guardedly from the inner office, as 
though in the presence of spirits ‘There’s something coming 
through from somewhere, but it isn’t Poole ’ I heard the crackle 
of sparks as he depressed the keys of the transmitter In my 
own brain, too, something crackled, or it might have been the 
hair on my head Then I heard my own voice, in a harsh 
whisper ‘Mr Cashcll, there is something coming through here, 
too Leave me alone till I tell you ’ 

‘But I thought you’d come to see this svonderful thing — Sir,’ 
indignantly at the end 

‘Leave me alone till I tell you Be quiet ’ 

I watched — I waited Under the blue-veined hand — the dry 
hand of the consumptive - came away clear, without erasure 

And my weak spirit fails 
To think how the dead must freeze — 

he shivered as he wrote - 

Beneath the churchyard mould 
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Then he stopped, laid the pen down, and leaned bach. 

For an instant, that was half an eternity, the shop spun 
before me in a rainbow -tinted whirl, in and through whic i tuj 
own soul most dispassionately considered my own soul as that 
fought with an over-mastering fear Then l smelt the strong 
smell of cigarettes from Mr Shaynor's clothing, and heard, as 
though it had been the rending of trumpets, the rattle of lus 
breathing I was still m my place of observation, much as one 
would watch a nfle-shot at the butts, half-bent, hands on my 
knees, and head within a few inches of the black, red, and 
jellow blanket of his shoulder I was whispering encourage- 
ment, evident!} to my other self, sounding sentences, such as 
men pronounce m dreams 

‘If he has read Keats, it proves nothing. If he hasn’t - like 
causes must beget like effects There is no escape from this 
law You ought to be grateful that you know “St Agnes Hvc 
without the book, because, given the circumstances, such as 
Fanny Brand, who is the key of the enigma, and approximately 
represents the latitude and longitude of Fanny' Bravvne, allow mg 
also for the bright red colour of the arterial blood upon the 
handkerchief, which was just what you were puzzling over in 
the shop just now; and counting the effect of the professional 
environment, here almost perfectly duplicated - the result is 
logical and mev itabic As inevitable as induction ’ 

Stall, the other half of my soul refused to be comforted It 
was cowering in some minute and inadequate comer — at an 
immense distance 

Hereafter, I found myself one person again, my hands sti 
gripping my knees, and my cj es glued on the page before Mr 
Shaynor As dreamers accept and explain the upheaval o an 
scapes and the resurrection of the dead, with excerpts bom c 
e\ enmg hymn or the multiplication-table, so I had acccpte e 
facts, whatever they might be, that I should witness, and had 
devised a theory, sane and plausible to my mind, at exp ^ ne 
them all Nay, I was even in advance of my facts, walking 
hurriedly before them, assured that they would fit my theory 
And all that I now recall of that epoch-making theory are the 
lofty words ‘If he has read Keats it’s the chlonc-ether If he 

193 



Traffics and Discoveries 

hasn’t, it’s the identical bacillus, or Hertzian v/aveoftubcTCulosis, 
plui Fanny Frand and the professional status which, in conjunc- 
tion with the main-stream of subcon c cious thought common to 
all mankind, has thrown up temporarily an induced Keats’ 
Mr Shaynor returned to hi' work, erasing and rewriting as 
before with swiftnc' ,, Two or three blank pages he tossed 
aside 'I hen he wrote, muttering 

'/be little smoke of a candle that goes out 

’No,’ he muttered ‘Little smoke — little smoke - little smoke 
What she 1 ’ He thrust hi* chin forward tov/ard the advertise- 
ment, v/hercunder the last of the Fiaudctt’s Cathedral pastilles 
fumed in its holder ‘Ah J ’ Then v/ith relief. 


'/be hrtlc imohc that dies in moonlight cold 

evidently he v/as snared by the rhymes of his first verse, for 
he v/rote and rewrote ‘gold - cold - mould’ many times Again 
he sought inspiration from the advertisement, and set down, 
without erasure, the line I had overheard - 


And threw v,arm gules on Madeleine’s young breast 

As 1 remembered the original it is ‘fair 1 - a trite word - instead 
of ‘young 1 , and 1 found myself nodding approval, though I 
admitted that the attempt to reproduce ‘its little smoke in pallid 
moonlight died’ v/as a failure 

Followed v/ithout a break ten or fifteen lines of bald prose - 
the naked <oul’s confession of its physical yearning fur its 
beloved ~ unclean as v/c count unclcanhncss, unwholesome, hut 
human exceedingly, the raw material, so it seemed to me in that 
lour and in that place, whence Keats wove the twenty-sixth, 
i event h, and eighth stan/as of his poem. Shame I bad none m 
overseeing this revelation, and my fear had gone with the smoke 
of the pastille 

Tnw at ’ f n ’’ 1 murrnur <-d ‘ JTat’s how it’s blocked out Go on! 
Ink it in, rnan, Jnk j t in!’ 
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Mr Shaynor returned to broken verse wherein ‘loveliness’ 
was made to rhyme with a desire to look upon her empty 
dress’ He picked up a fold of the gay, soft blanket, spread it 
over one hand, caressed it with infinite tenderness, thought, 
muttered, traced some snatches which I could not decipher, 
shut his eyes drowsily, shook his head, and dropped the stu 
Here I found myself at fault, for I could not then see (as I do 
now) in what manner a red, black, and yellow Austrian blanket 
coloured his dreams 

In a few minutes he laid aside his pen, and, chin on hand, 
considered the shop with thoughtful and intelligent eyes He 
' threw down the blanket, rose, passed along a line of drug- 
drawers, and read the names on the labels aloud Returning, he 
took from his desk Christy’s New Commercial Plants and the 
old Culpepper that I had given him, opened and laid them side 
by side with a clerky air, all trace of passion gone from his face, 
read first in one and then m the other, and paused with pen 
behind his ear 

‘What wonder of Heaven’s coming now ? ’ I thought 

‘Manna - manna - manna,’ he said at last, under wrinkled 
brows ‘That’s what I wanted Good! Now then 1 Now then! 
Good' Good! Oh, by God, that’s good 1 ’ His voice rose and he 
spoke rightly and fully without a falter 


Candied apple, quince and plum and gourd, 
And jellies smoother than die creamy curd, 
And lucent syrups tmet with cinnamon, 
Manna and dates in Argosy transferred 
From Fez, and spiced dainties, every one 
From silken Samarcand to cedared Lebanon 


He repeated it once more, usmg ‘blander’ for ‘smoother’ in 
tim S / C ° nC ^ ^ ne ’ t ^ en wrote A down without erasure, but this 
‘sooth ^ r Ct CyeS misse ^ no str °ke of any word) he substituted 
* ° r hl f atr ocious second thought, so that it came away 
the and ** 11 1S wnttcn m 1116 book - as it is written m 
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A wind went shouting down the street, and on the heels of 
the wind followed a spurt and rattle of rain 

After a smiling pause - and good right had he to smile - he 
began anew, always tossing the last sheet over his shoulder 

The sharp ram falling on the window-pane, 

Rattling sleet - the wind-blown sleet 

Then prose ‘It is very cold of mornings when the wind 
brings ram and sleet with it I heard the sleet on the window- 
pane outside, and thought of you, my darling I am always 
thinking of you I wish we could both run away like two lovers 
into the storm and get that little cottage by the sea which we arc 
always thinking about, my own dear darling We could sit and 
watch the sea beneath our windows It would be a fairyland all 
of our own - a fairy sea - a fairy sea ’ 

He stopped, raised his head, and listened The steady drone 
of the Channel along the sea-front that had borne us com- 
pany so long leaped up a note to the sudden fuller surge that 
signals the change from ebb to flood It beat m like the 
change of step throughout an army - this renewed pulse of 
the sea - and filled our ears till they, accepting it, marked it 
no longer 


A fairyland for you and me 
Across the foam - beyond 
A magic foam, a perilous sea 

He grunted again with effort and bit his underlip My throat 
dried, but I dared not gulp to moisten it lest I should break the 
spell that was drawing him nearer and nearer to the high-water 
mark but two of the sons of Adam have reached Remember 
that m all the millions permitted there are no more than five — 
five little lines — of which one can say ‘These arc the pure 
Magic These are the clear Vision The rest is only poetry ’ And 
Mr Shaynor was playing hot and cold with two of them! 

I vowed no unconscious thought of mine should influence 
the blindfold soul, and pinned myself desperately to the other 
three, repeating and re-repeating 
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A savage spot as holy and enchanted 
As e’er beneath a waning moon was haunted 
By woman w ailing for her demon Io\cr 

But though I believed my brain thus occupied, my every 
sense hung upon the writing under the dry, bony hand, all 
brown-fingered mth chemicals and cigarette-smoke 

Our windows fronting on the dangerous foam, 

(he wrote, after long, irresolute snatches), and then - 

Our open casements facing desolate seas 
Forlorn - forlorn - 

Here again his face grew' peaked and anxious wath that sense 
of loss I had first seen when the Powxr snatched him But this 
time the agony was tenfold keener As I watched it mounted 
like mercury m the tube It lighted his face from within till I 
thought the visibly scourged soul must leap forth naked between 
his jaws, unable to endure A drop of sweat trickled from my 
forehead down my nose and splashed on the back of my hand 

Our windows facing on the desolate seas 
And pearly foam of magic fairyland - 

‘Not yet — not yet,’ he muttered, ‘wait a minute Please wait a 
minute I shall get it then — 

Our magic windows fronting the sea. 

The dangerous foam of desolate seas • 

For aye 


Ouh, my God 1 ’ 

From head to heel he shook — shook from the marrow of his 
bones outwards — then leaped to his feet with raised arms, and 
slid the chair screeching across the tiled floor where it struck 
the drawers behind and fell with a jar Mechanically, I stooped 
to recover it 
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As I rose, Mr Shaynor was stretching and yawning at leisure 
‘I’ve had a bit of a doze,’ he said ‘How did I come to knock 
the chair over? You look rather -’ 

‘The chair startled me,’ I answered ‘It was so sudden m this 
quiet ’ 

Young Mr Cashcll behind his shut door was offendcdly 
silent 

‘I suppose I must have been dreaming,’ said Mr Shaynor 
‘I suppose you must,’ I said ‘Talking of dreams — I - I 
noticed you writing - before 
He flushed consciously 

‘I meant to ask you if you’ve ever read anything written by a 
man called Keats ’ 

‘Oh* I haven’t much time to read poetry, and I can’t say that 
I remember the name exactly Is he a popular writer?’ 

‘Middling I thought you might know him because he’s the 
only poet who was ever a druggist And he’s rather what’s 
called the lover’s poet ’ 

‘Indeed I must dip into him What did he write about?’ 

‘A lot of things Here’s a sample that may interest you ’ 
Then and there, carefully, I repeated the verse he had twice 
spoken and once written not ten minutes ago 

‘Ah! Anybody could see he was a druggist from that line 
about the tinctures and syrups It’s a fine tribute to our pro- 
fession ’ 

‘I don’t know,’ said young Mr Cashcll, with icy politeness, 
opening the door one half-inch, ‘if you still happen to be inter- 
ested in our trifling experiments But, should such be the case — ’ 
I drew him aside, whispering, ‘Shaynor seemed going off 
into some sort of fit when I spoke to you just now I thought, 
even at the risk of being rude, it wouldn’t do to take you off 
your instruments just as the call was coming through Don’t 
you see?’ 

‘Granted - granted as soon as asked,’ he said, unbending ‘I 
did think it a shade odd at the time So that was why he knocked 
the chair down?’ 

‘I hope I haven’t missed anything,’ I said 

‘I’m afraid I can’t say that, but you’re just m time for the 
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end of a rather curious performance You can come m too, Mr 
Shaynor Listen, while I read it off’ 

The Morse instrument was ticking furiously Mr Cashell 
interpreted ‘ “K K V Can make nothing of your signals ” ’ A 
pause ‘ “M MV M MV Signals unintelligible Purpose anchor 
Sandown Bay Examine instruments tomorrow ” Do you know 
what that means? It’s a couple of men-o’-war working Marconi 
signals off the Isle of Wight They are trying to talk to each 
other Neither can read the other’s messages, but all their 
messages are being taken in by our receiver here They’ve been 
going on for ever so long I wish you could have heard il’ 
‘How wonderful 1 ’ I said ‘Do you mean we’re overhearing 
Portsmouth ships trying to talk to each other — that we’re 
eavesdropping across half South England?’ 

‘Just that Their transmitters are all right, but their receivers 
are out of order, so they only get a dot here and a dash there 
Nothing clear ’ 

‘Why is that?’ 

‘God knows — and Science will know tomorrow Perhaps the 
induction is faulty, perhaps the receivers aren’t tuned to receive 
just the number of vibrations per second that the transmitter 
sends Only a word here and there Just enough to tantalize ’ 
Again the Morse sprang to life 

‘That’s one of ’em complaining now Listen “Disheartening 
- most disheartening ” It’s quite pathetic Have you ever seen a 
spiritualistic seance? It reminds me of that sometimes — odds 
and ends of messages coming out of nowhere — a word here and 
there - no good at all ’ 

‘But mediums are all impostors,’ said Mr Shaynor, m the 
doorway, lighting an asthma-cigarette ‘They only do it for the 
money they can make I’ve seen ’em ’ 

Here’s Poole, at last — clear as a bell LLL Now we shan’t 
be long ’ Mr Cashell rattled the keys merrily ‘Anything you’d 
like to tell ’em?’ 

‘No, I don’t think so,’ I said Til go home and get to bed 
I’m feeling a little tired ’ 



The Army of a Dream \ 


Song of the Old Guard 

And thou shalt make a candlestick of pure gold of beaten work 
shall the candlestick be made his shaft and its branches, his bowls, 
his knops, and his flowers, shall be the same 

And there shall be a knop under two branches of the same, and a 
knop under two branches of the same, and a knop under two branches 
of the same, according to the six branches that proceed out of the 
candlestick Their knops and their branches shall be the same. 

Exodus 

‘Know this, my brethren, Heaven is clear 
And all the clouds arc gone- 
The Proper Sort shall flourish now, 

Good times arc coming on’ - 
The evil that was threatened late 
To all of our degree, 

Hath passed m discord and debate, 

And, Hey then up go we! 

A common people strove in vain 
To shame us unto toil, 

But they arc spent and we remain, 

And we shall share the spoil 
According to our several needs 
As Beauty shall decree, 

As Age ordains or Birth concedes, 

And, Hey then up go we 1 

And the> that with accursed zeal 
Our Service would amend, 

Shall own the odds and come to heel 
, Ere worse befall their end 

For though no naked word be wrote 
Yet plainly shall they see 
What pmneth Orders to their coat. 

And, Hey then up go we! 
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Our doorways that, in time of fear, 

"We opened overwide 
Shall softly dose from year to year 
Till all be purified, 

For though no fluttering fan be heard 
Nor chaff be seen to flee - 
The Lord shall winnow the Lord’s 
Preferred — 

And, Hey then up go we 1 

Our altars which the heathen brake 
Shall rankly smoke anew. 

And anise, mint, and cummin take 
Their dread and sotereign due. 
Whereby the buttons of our trade 
Shall all restored be 
With curious work in gilt and braid. 
And, Hey then up go we 1 

Then come, my brethren, and prepare 
The candlesticks and bells. 

The scarlet, brass, and badger’s hair 
Wherein our Honour dwells. 

And straidy fence and strictly keep 
The Ark’s integrity 
Till Armageddon break our sleep 
And, Hey then up go we! 
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Part I 

I sat down in the Club smoking-room to fill a pipe 

It was entirely natural that I should be talking to ‘Boy’ Bayley 
We had met first, twenty odd )ears ago, at the Indian mess of 
the Tyneside Tail-twisters Our last meeting, I remembered, 
had been at the Mount Nelson Hotel, which was by no means 
India, and there we had talked half the night Boy Bayley had 
gone up that week to the front, where I think he stayed a long, 
long time 

But no\V he had come back 

‘Arc you still a Tyncsidcr 5 ’ I asked 

‘I command the Imperial Guard Battalion of the old regi- 
ment, my son, 1 he replied 

‘Guard which 5 They’ve been Fusiliers since Fontcnoy Don t 
pull my leg, Boy ’ 

‘I said Guard, not Guard-5 The I G Battalion of the Tail- 
twisters Docs that make it any clearer 5 ’ 

‘Not in the least ’ 

‘Then come over to mess and see for yourself We aren t a 
step from barracks Keep on my right side I’m - I’m a bit deaf 
on the near ’ 

We left the Club together and crossed the street to a vast 
four-stoned pile, which more resembled a Rowton lodging- 
house than a barrack I could see no sentry at the gates 

‘There ain’t any,’ said the Boy lightly He led me into a 
many-tabled restaurant full of civilians and grey-green uni- 
forms At one end of the room, on a slightly raised dais, stood a 
big tabic 

‘Here we are! We usually lunch here and dine m mess by 
ourselves These arc our chaps - but what am I thinking of? 
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You must know most of ’em Devine’s m> second m command 
now There’s old Luttrell - remember him at Cherat? - 
Burgard, Verschoyle (you were at school wuth him), Harrison, 
Pigeon, and Kyd ’ 

With the exception of the last I knew them all, but I could 
not remember that they had all been Tynesiders 

‘I’ve never seen this sort of place,’ I said, looking round 
‘Half the men here are in plain clothes, and what are those 
women and children doing 5 ’ 

‘Eating, I hope,’ Boy Bayley answered ‘Our canteens would 
never pay if it w'asn’t for the Line and Militia trade When they 
were first started people looked on ’em rather as catsmeat- 
shops, but we got a duchess or two to lunch in ’em, and they’ve 
been grossly fashionable since ’ 

‘So I see,’ I answered A woman of the type that shops at the 
Stores came up the room looking about her A man in the dull- 
grey uniform of the corps rose up to meet her, piloted her to a 
place between three other uniforms, and there began a very 
merry little meal 

‘I give it up,’ I said ‘This is guilty splendour that I don’t 
understand ’ 

‘Quite simple,’ said Burgard across the table ‘The barrack 
supplies breakfast, dinner, and tea on the Army scale to the 
Impenal Guard (which we call I G ) when it’s in barracks as 
well as to the Line and Militia They can all invite their friends 
if they choose to pay for them That’s where we make our 
profits Look*’ 

Near one of the doors were four or five tables crow'ded with 
workmen in the raiment of their callings They ate steadily, but 
found time to jest ■with the uniforms about them, and when one 
o’clock clanged from a big half-built block of flats across the 
street, filed out 

‘Those,’ Devme explained, ‘are either our Line or Militia 
men, as such entitled to the regulation whack at regulation cost. 
It’s cheaper than they could buy it, an’ they meet their friends 
too A man’ll walk a mile in his dinner-hour to mess with his 
own lot.’ 

‘Wait a minute,’ I pleaded ‘Will you tell me what those 
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plumbers and plasterers and bricklayers, that I saw go out just 
now, have to do with what I was taught to call the Line 51 ’ 
‘Tell him,’ said the Boy over his shoulder to Burgard He was 
busy talking with the large Verschoylc, my old schoolmate 
‘The Line comes next to the Guard The Linesman’s gen- 
erally a town-bird who can’t afford to be a Volunteer He has 
to go into camp m an Area for two months his first year, six 
weeks his second, and a month the third He gets about five 
bob a week the year round for that and for being on duty two 
days of the week, and for being liable to be ordered out to help 
the Guard m a row He needn’t live in barracks unless he wants 
to, and he and his family can feed at the regimental canteen at 
usual rates The women like it ’ 

‘All this,’ I said politely, but intensely, ‘is the raving of 
delirium Where may your precious recruit who needn’t live in 
barracks learn his drilP’ 

‘At his precious school, my child, like the rest of us The 
notion of allowing a human being to reach his twentieth year 
before asking him to put his feet in the first position was raving 
lunacy if you like'’ Boy Baylcy dived back into the conversa- 
tion 

‘Very good,’ I said meekly. ‘I accept the virtuous plumber 
who puts m two months of his valuable time at Aldershot -’ 
‘Aldershot 1 ’ The table exploded I felt a little annoyed 
‘A camp in an Area is not exactly Aldershot,’ said Burgard 
‘The Line isn’t exaedy what you fancy Some of them even 
come to ns/’ 

‘You recruit from ’cm ? ’ 

‘I beg your pardon,’ said Devine with mock solemnity ‘The 
Guard doesn’t recruit It selects ’ 

‘It would,’ I said, ‘with a Spiers and Pond restaurant, pretty 
girls to play with, and -’ 

‘A room apiece, four bob a day and all found,’ said Vcr- 
schoyle ‘Don’t forget that ’ 

‘Of course!’ I said ‘It probably beats off recruits with a 
club ’ 

‘No, with the ballot-box,’ said Verschoylc, laughing ‘At least 
in all R C companies ’ 
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‘I didn’t know Roman Catholics were so particular,’ I 
ventured 

They grinned ‘R C companies,’ said the Boy, ‘mean Right 
of Choice When a company has been very' good and pious for a 
long tame it may, if the C O thinks fit, choose its own men — all 
same one-piece Club All our companies are R C ’s, and, as the 
battalion is making up a few vacancies ere starting once more 
on the wald and trackless “heef” into the Areas, the Linesman 
is here in force today sucking up to our non-coms ’ 

‘Would someone mind explaining to me the meaning of 
every other word you’ve used,’ I said ‘What’s a trackless 
“heef What’s an Area ? What’s everything generally ? ’ I asked 
‘Oh, “heef s” part of the British Constitution,’ said the Boy 
‘It began long ago when they first mapped out the big military 
manoeuvring grounds - we call ’em Areas for short — where the 
I G spend two-thirds of their time and the other regiments get 
their training It was slang originally for beef on the hoof, 
because in the Military Areas two-thirds of your meat-rations 
at least are handed over to you on the hoof, and you make your 
own arrangements The word “heef’ became a parable for 
camping in the Military Areas and all its miseries There are 
two Areas m Ireland, one in Scotland, and a sort of parade- 
ground m the Lake District, but the real working Areas are in 
India, Africa, and Australia, and so on ’ 

‘And what do you do there'*’ 

‘We “heef’ under service conditions, which are rather like 
hard work We “heef’ m an English Area for about a year, 
coming into barracks for one month to make up wastage Then 
we may “heef’ foreign for another year or eighteen months 
Then we do sea-time in the war boats — ’ 

‘ What-t I said 

‘Sea-time,’ Bayley repeated ‘Just like Marines, to learn about 
the big guns and how to embark and disembark quick Then we 
come back to our territorial headquarters for six months, to 
educate the Line and Volunteer camps, to go to Hythe, to keep 
abreast of any new ideas, and then we fill up vacancies We call 
those six months “Schools” Then we begin all over again, 
thus Home “heef’, foreign “heef’, sea-tune, schools 
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“Hccfing” isn’t precisely luxurious, but it’s o 
make our head-money.’ 

‘Or lose it,’ said the sallow Pigeon, and all ‘ 
will, at regimental jokes ** 

‘The Dove never lets me forget that,’ said 
happened last March We were out m the Set, 

Area at the top end of Scotland where a lot of U r, 
forests used to be I’d sooner “heeP’ in the middi 
myself - or Athabasca, with all respect to The 
native of those parts We were camped sonv ' 
Caithness, and the Armity (that’s the combined Na\ 

Board which runs our show) sent us about eight he 
remounts to break m to keep us warm ’ r . 

‘Why horses for a foot regiment'” 

‘I G ’s don’t foot it unless they’re obliged to. No •„ 
gee how can move? I’ll show you later Well, as I was & < t 
broke those beasts m on compressed forage and sir 
spurs, and then we started across Scotland to Apple, 
hand ’em over to a horse-depot there It was snowing ertr 
we didn’t know the country overmuch You remember th 
— the old East Lancashire — at Mian Mir ? Their Guard Bai 
had been “hccfing” round those parts for six months, 
thought they’d be snowed up all quiet and comfy, but t ■ 
their C O , got wind of our coming, and sent spies 
Eschol ’ 

t Confound him 1 ’ said Luttrell, who was fat and wcll-liki 
I entertained one of ’em — in a red worsted comforter — und 
Bean Derig He said he was a crofter ’Gave him a drink too 
I don t mind admitting,’ said the Boy, ‘that, what with th- 
cold and the remounts, we were moving rather base-over-^ ~ v 
Burden bottled us under Sghurr Mhor m a snowstorm H< 
stampeded half the horses, cut off a lot of us in a snow-bank 
and generally rubbed our noses in the dirt ’ 

‘Was he allowed to do that 5 ’ I said 

There is no peace in a Military Area If we’d beaten him ofl 
or got away without losing anyone, we’d have been entitled to a 
S 171211 cn £? a gcd against us But we didn’t 

m ° ^ ° ours » held ’em as prisoners for the regulation 
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three days, and then sent m his bill - three day s’ pay for each 
man taken Fifty men at twelve bob a head, plus five poun 
for The Dove as a captured officer, and Kyd here, his ]un , 
three, made about forty quid to Burden and Co They crowed 

over us homd ’ 

‘Couldn’t you have appealed to an umpire or - or some 

*We could, but we talked it over with the men and decided to 
pay and look happy. We were fairly had The 30th knew every 
foot of Sghurr Mhor. I spent three day's huntm cm in the 
snow, but they went off on our remounts about twenty mi e 
that night.’ 

‘Do you always do this sham-fight business'* I asked 
‘Once inside an Area you must look after yourself, but tc 
you that a fight which means that every man-jack of us may 
lose a week’s pay isn’t so dam-sham after all It keeps the men 
mppy Still, m the long run, it’s like whist on a P. and O t 
comes out fairly level if you play long enough Now and again, 
though, one gets a present - say, when a Line regiment s out on 
the “heef and signifies that it’s ready to abide by the rules of 
the game You mustn’t take head-money from a Line regiment 
m an Area unless it says that it’ll play you, but, after a week or 
two, those clever Linesmen always think they see a chance of 
making a pot, and send in their compliments to the nearest I G 
Then the fun begins We caught a Line regiment single-handed 
about two years ago in Ireland — caught it on the hop between a 
bog and a beach It had just moved m to join its brigade, and we 
made a forty-two-mile march in fourteen hours, and cut it off, 
lock, stock, and barrel It went to ground like a badger — I w\ll 
say those Line regiments can dig — but we got out privily by 
night and broke up the only road it could expect to get its 
baggage and company-guns along Then we blew up a bridge 
that some Sappers had made for experimental purposes {they 
were rather stuffy about it) on its line of retreat, while we lay 
up m the mountains and signalled for the A C of those parts 

‘Who’s an A C ?’ I asked 

‘The Adjustment Committee — the umpires of the Military 
Areas They’re a set of superannuated old aunts of colonels 
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kept for the purpose, but they occasionally combine to do jus- 
tice Our A C came, saw our dispositions, and said it was a 
sanguinary massacres for the Line, and that we were entitled to 
our full pound of flesh — head-money for one whole regiment, 
with equipment, four company-guns, and all kit! At Line rates 
this worked out as one fat cheque for two hundred and fifty 
Not bad 1 ’ 

‘But we had to pay the Sappers seventy-four quid for blowing 
their patent bridge to pieces,’ Devine interpolated ‘That was a 
swindle ’ 

‘That’s true,’ the Boy went on, ‘but the Adjustment Com- 
mittee gave our helpless victims a talking to that was worth 
another hundred to hear ’ 

‘But isn’t there a lot of unfairness in this head-money 
system ? ’ I asked 

‘ ’Can’t have everything perfect,’ said the Boy ‘Head-money 
is an attempt at payment by results, and it gives the men a 
direct interest m their job Three times out of five, of course, 
the A C will disallow both sides’ claim, but there’s always the 
chance of bringing off a coup ’ 

‘Do all regiments do it ? ’ 

‘Heavily The Line pays a bob per prisoner and the Militia 
ninepence, not to mention side-bets which are what really keep 
the men keen It isn’t supposed to be done by the Volunteers, 
but they gamble worse than anyone Why, the very kids do it 
when they go to First Camp at Aldershot or Salisbury ’ 

‘Head-money’s a national institution - like betting,’ said 
Burgard 

‘I should say it was,’ said Pigeon suddenly ‘I was roped in 
the other day as an Adjustment Committee by the Kemptown 
Board School I was riding under the Brighton racecourse, and 
I heard the whistle goin’ for umpire — the regulation, two longs 
and two shorts I didn’t take any notice till an infant about a 
yard high jumped up from a furze-patch and shouted “Guard! 
Guard' Come ’ere* I want you per-fe ssionally Alf says ’e ain’t 
outflanked Ain’t ’e a liar? Come an’ look ’ow I’ve posted my 
men ” You bet I looked' The young demon trotted by my 
stirrup and showed me his whole army (twenty of ’em) laid out 
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under cover as nicely as you please round a cowhouse m a 
hollow He kept on shouting “I’ve drew Alf into there ’Is 
persition ain’t tenable Say it ain’t tenable, Guard*” I rode 
round the position, and Alf with his army came out of his 
cowhouse an’ sat on the roof and protested like a - like a Militia 
Colonel, but the facts were in favour of my friend and I 
umpired according Well, Alf abode by my decision I explained 
it to him at length, and he solemnly paid up his head-money — 
farthing points if you please*’ 

‘Did they pay you umpire’s fee’’ said Kyd ‘I umpired a 
whole afternoon once for a ullage school at home, and they 
stood me a bottle of hot ginger beer ’ 

‘I compromised on a halfpenny - a sticky one - or I’d have 
hurt their feelings,’ said Pigeon gravely ‘But I gave ’em six- 
pence back ’ 

‘How were they manoeuvring and what w r ith ? ’ I asked 
‘Oh, by whistle and hand-signal They had the dummy Board 
School guns and flags for positions, but they were rushing their 
attack much too quick for that open country I told ’em so, and 
they admitted il’ 

‘But who taught ’cm ? ’ I said 

‘They had learned in their schools, of course, like the rest of 
us They were all of ’em over ten, and squad-drill begins when 
they’re eight They knew their company -drill a heap better than 
they knew their King’s English ’ 

‘How much drill do the boys put in ? ’ I asked 
‘All boys begin physical-drill to music in the Board Schools 
when they’re six, squad-dnll, one hour a week, w'hen they’re 
eight; company-drill when they’re ten, for an hour and a half a 
week Between ten and twelve they get battalion-drill of a 
sort They take the rifle at twelve and record their first target- 
score at thirteen That’s what the Code lays down But it’s 
worked very loosely so long as a boy comes up to the standard 
of his age ’ 

‘In Canada we don’t need your physical drill We’re bom 
fit,’ said Pigeon, ‘and our ten-year-olds could knock spots out 
of your twelve-year-olds ’ 

‘I may as well explain,’ said the Boy, ‘that The Dove is our 
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“swop” officer He’s an untamed Huskic from Nootka Sound 
when he’s at home An I G Corps exchanges one officer every 
two years with a Canadian or Australian or African Guard 
Corps We’ve had a year of our Dove, an’ we shall be sorry to 
lose him He humbles our insular pride Meantime, Morten, 
our “swop” m Canada, keeps the ferocious Canuck humble 
When Pig goes we shall swop Kyd, who’s next on the roster, 
for a Cornstalk or a Maori But about the education-drill A 
boy can’t attend First Camp, as we call it, till he is a trained boy 
and holds his First Musketry certificate The Education Code 
says he must be fourteen, and the boys usually go to First 
Camp at about that age Of course, they’ve been to their little 
private camps and Boys’ Fresh Air Camps and public school 
picnics while they were at school, but First Camp is where the 
young drafts all meet - generally at Aldershot m this part of the 
world First Camp lasts a week or ten days, and the boys are 
looked over for vaccination and worked lightly m brigades with 
lots of blank cartridge Second Camp - that’s for the fifteen to 
eighteen-ycar-olds - lasts ten days or a fortnight, and that 
includes a final medical examination Men don’t like to be 
chucked out on medical certificate much — nowadays I assure 
you Second Camp, at Salisbury, say, is an experience for a 
young I G Officer We’re told off to ’em m rotation A wil- 
derness of monkeys isn’t in it The kids arc apt to think 
’emselves soldiers, and we have to take the edge off ’em with 
lots of picquet-work and night attacks ’ 

‘And what happens after Second Camp ? ’ 

‘It’s hard to explain Our system is so illogical Theoretically, 
the boys needn’t show up for the next three or four years after 
Second Camp. They are supposed to be making their way in 
life Actually, the young doctor or lawyer or engineer joins a 
Volunteer battalion that sticks to the minimum of camp — ten 
days per annum That gives him a holiday m the open air, and 
now that men have taken to endowing their Volunteer drill- 
halls with baths and libraries he finds, if he can’t run to a Club, 
that his own drill-hall is an efficient substitute He meets men 
there who 11 be useful to him later, and he keeps himself m 
touch with what’s going on while he’s studying for his profes- 
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sion The town-birds — such as the chemist’s assistant, clerk, 
plumber, mechanic, electrician, and so forth — generally put m 
for their town Volunteer corps as soon as they begin to walk out 
with the girls They like takin’ their true-loves to our res- 
taurants Look yonder'’ I followed his gaze, and saw across the 
room a man and a maid at a far table, forgetting m each other’s 
eyes the good food on their plates 
‘So it is,’ said I ‘Go ahead ’ 

‘Then, too, we have some town Volunteer corps that lay 
themselves out to attract promising youths of nineteen or 
twenty, and make much of ’em on condition that they join their 
Line battalion and play for their county Under the new county 
qualifications - birth or three years’ residence - that means a 
great deal m League matches, and the same in County cricket ’ 
‘By Jove, that’s a good notion,’ I cried ‘Who invented it?’ 
‘C B Fry — long ago He said, m his paper, that County 
cricket and County volunteering ought to be on the same footing 
- unpaid and genuine “No cricketer no corps No corps no 
cricketer” was his watchword There was a row among the 
pro’s at first, but C B won, and later the League had to come 
in They said at first it would rum the gate, but when County 
matches began to be pukka county, plus mter-rcgimental, affairs 
the gate trebled, and as two-thirds of the gate goes to the 
regiments supplying the teams some Volunteer corps fairly 
wallow m cash It’s all unofficial, of course, but League Corps, 
as they call ’em, can take their pick of the Second Camper 
Some corps ask ten guineas entrance-fee, and get it too, from 
the young bloods that want to shine m the arena I told you we 
catered for all tastes Now, as regards the Lme proper, I believe 
the young artisan and mechanic puts m for that before he 
marries He likes the two months’ “heef” m his first year, and 
five bob a week is something to go on with between tunes ’ 

‘Do they follow their trade while they’re m the Lme?’ I 
demanded 

‘Why not 5 How many well-paid artisans work more than 
four days a week anyhow? Remember a Linesman hasn’t to be 
drilled in your sense of the word He must have had at least 
eight years’ grounding m that, as well as two or three years m 
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his Volunteer battalion He can sleep where he pleases He can’t 
leave town-limits without reporting himself, of course, but he 
can get leave if he wants it He’s on duty two days in the week 
as a rule, and he’s liable to be invited out for garrison duty 
down the Mediterranean, but his benefit societies will insure 
him against that I’ll tell you about that later If it’s a hard 
winter and trade’s slack, a lot of the bachelors arc taken into the 
I G barracks (while the I G is out on the “heef”) for theore- 
tical instruction Oh, I assure you the Line hasn’t half a bad 
time of it ’ 

‘Amazing 1 ’ I murmured ‘And what about the others'” 

‘The Volunteers' 1 Observe the beauty of our system We’re a 
free people We get up and slay the man who says we aren’t 
But as a little detail we never mention, if we don’t volunteer in 
some corps or another - as combatants if we’re fit, as non- 
combatants if we ain’t — till we’re thirty-five — we don’t vote, 
and we don’t get poor-relief, and the women don’t love us ’ 
‘Oh, that’s the compulsion of it ? ’ said I 
Bayley inclined his head gravely ‘That, Sir, is the compul- 
sion We voted the legal part of it ourselves m a fit of panic, 
and we have not yet rescinded our resolution! The women 
attend to the unofficial penalties But being free British citi- 
zens — ’ 

l And snobs,’ put m Pigeon 

‘The point is well taken, Pij - we have supplied ourselves 
with every sort and shape and make of Volunteer corps that you 
can imagine, and we’ve mixed the whole show up with our 
Oddfellows and our I O G T ’s and our Buffaloes, and our 
Burkes and our Debretts, not to mention Leagues and Athletic 
Clubs, till you can’t tell t’other from which You remember the 
young pup who used to look on soldiering as a favour done to 
his ungrateful country — the gun-poking, ferret-pettin’, landed 
gentleman’s offspring — the suckin’ Facey Romford' 1 Well, he 
generally joins a Foreign Service Corps when he leaves college ’ 
‘Can Volunteers go foreign thcn ? ’ 

Can’t they just, if their CO or his wife has influence 1 The 
Armity will always send a well-connected F S corps out to help 
a Guard battalion in a small campaign Otherwise F S corps 
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make their own arrangements about camps You see, the 
Military Areas are always open They can “heeP’ there (and 
gamble on head-money) as long as their finances run to it; or 
they can apply to do sea-time in the ships It 1 s a cheap way for a 
young man to see the world, and if he’s any good he can try to 
get into the Guard later ’ 

‘The mam point,’ said Pigeon, ‘is that F S corps are 
“swagger” - the correct thing It ’ud never do to be drawn for 
the Militia, don’t you know,’ he drawled, trying to render the 
English voice 

‘That’s what happens to a chap who doesn’t volunteer,’ said 
Bayley ‘Well, after the F S corps (we’ve about forty of ’em) 
come our territorial Volunteer battalions, and a man who can’t 
suit himself somewhere among ’em must be a shade difficult 
We’\e got those “League” corps I was talking about, and those 
studious corps that just scrape through their ten days’ camp, 
and we’ve crack corps of highly-paid mechanics who can afford 
a two months’ “heef ’ m an interesting Area every other year, 
and we’ve semor and junior scientific corps of earnest boiler- 
makers and fitters and engineers who read papers on high 
explosives, and do their “heefing” m a wet picket-boat — mine- 
dropprn’ - at the ports Then we’ve heavy artillery — recruited 
from the big manufacturing towns and shipbuilding yards — 
and ferocious hard-ndin’ Yeomanry (they can nde — now), 
genteel, semi-genteel, and Hooligan corps, and so on and so 
forth till you come to the Home Defence Establishment — the 
young chaps knocked out under medical certificate at the Second 
Camp, but good enough to sit behind hedges or clean up camp, 
and the old was-birds who’ve served their time but don’t care to 
drop out of the fun of the yearly camps and the halls They call 
emselves veterans and do fancy-shooting at Bisley, but, be- 
tween you and me, they’re mostly Fresh Air Benefit Clubs 
They contribute to the Volunteer journals and tell the Guard 
that it’s no good But I like ’em I shall be one of ’em some day 
~ a co Pper-nosed was-bird! So you see we’re mixed to a 
Qegiee on the Volunteer side ’ 

( It sounds that way,’ I ventured 

‘You’ve overdone it, Bayley,’ said Devine ‘You’ve missed 
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our one strong point * He turned to me and continued ‘It’s 
embarkation The Volunteers may be as mixed as the Colonel 
says, but they are trained to go down to the sea in ships You 
ought to see a big Bank Holiday roll-out! We suspend most of 
the usual railway traffic and turn on the military time-table - 
say on Friday at midnight By 4 a m the trains are running 
from every big centre m England to the nearest port at two- 
minute intervals As a rule, the Armity meets us at the other 
end with shipping of sorts - fleet-reserves or regular men-of- 
war or hulks - anything you can stick a gang-plank to Wc pile 
the men on to the troop-decks, stack the rifles m the racks, send 
down the sea-kit, steam about for a few hours, and land ’em 
somewhere It’s a good notion, because our army to be any use 
must be an army of embarkation Why, last Whit Monday we 
had - how many were down at the dock-edge in the first eight 
hours'* Kyd, you’re the Volunteer enthusiast last from school ’ 
‘In the first ten hours over a hundred and eighteen thousand,’ 
said Kyd across the table, ‘with thirty-six thousand actually put 
m and taken out of ship In the whole thirty-six hours we had 
close on ninety thousand men on the water and a hundred and 
thirty-three thousand on the quays fallen in with their sea-kit ’ 
‘That must have been a sight,’ I said 
‘One didn’t notice it much It was scattered between 
Chatham, Dover, Portsmouth, Plymouth, Bristol, Liverpool, 
and so on, merely to give the inland men a chance to get rid of 
their breakfasts We don’t like to concentrate and try a big 
embarkation at any one point It makes the Continent jumpy 
Otherwise,’ said Kyd, ‘I believe we could get two hundred 
thousand men, with their kits, away on one tide ’ 

‘What d’you want with so many*’ I asked 
‘ We don’t want one of ’em, but the Continent used to point 
out, ever}' time relations were strained, that nothing would be 
easier than to raid England if they got command of the sea for 
a week After a few years some genius discovered that it cut 
both ways, an’ there was no reason why we, who are supposed 
to command the sea and own a few ships, should not organize 
our little raids in case of need The notion caught on among the 
o unteers — they were getting rather sick of manoeuvres on 
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dry land - and since then w e ha\ en’t heard so much about raids 
from the Continent,’ said Bayley 

‘It’s the offensive— defensive,’ said Verschoylc, ‘that they talk 
so much about We learned it all from the Continent — bless 
’em* They insisted on it so ’ 

‘No, we learned it from the Fleet,’ said Devine ‘The Medi- 
terranean Fleet landed ten thousand marines and sailors, with 
guns, in twenty minutes once at manoeuvres That was long 
ago I’ve seen the Fleet Reserve, and a few paddlc-stcamers 
hired for the day, land twenty -five thousand Volunteers at 
Bantry m four hours - half the men sea-sick too You’ve no 
notion what a difference that sort of manoeuvre makes m the 
calculations of our friends on the mainland The Continent 
knows w'hat invasion means It’s like dealing with a man whose 
nerve has been shaken It doesn’t cost much after all, and it 
makes us better friends with the great European family We’re 
as thick as thieves now ’ 

‘Where does the Imperial Guard come in in all this gorge- 
ousness,’ I asked ‘You’re unusual modest about yourselves ’ 
‘As a matter of fact, we’re supposed to go out and stay out 
We’re the permanently mobilized lot I don’t think there are 
more than eight I G battalions in England now We’re a 
hundred battalions all told Mostly on the “heef” m India, 
Africa, and so forth ’ 

A hundred thousand Isn’t that small allowance 5 ’ I sug- 
gested 

Wou think so 5 One hundred thousand men, without a single 
case of venereal, and an average sick list of two per cent, 
permanently on a war footing 5 Well, perhaps you’re right, but 
s a useful little force to begin with while the others are 
getting ready There’s the native Indian Army also, which isn’t 
a roken reed, and, since “no Volunteer no Vote” is the rule 
roughout the Empire, you will find a few men in Canada, 
ustralia, and elsewhere, that arc fairly hefty m their class ’ 

ut a hundred thousand isn’t enough for garrison duty ’ I 
persisted 

A hundred thousand sound men, not sick boys, go quite a 
Wa Y, said Pigeon 
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‘We expect the Line to garrison the Mediterranean Ports 
and thereabouts,’ said Bayley ‘Don’t sneer at the mechanic 
He’s deuced good stuff He isn’t rudely ordered out, because 
this ain’t a military despotism, and we have to consider people’s 
feelings The Armity usually brackets three Line regiments 
together, and calls for men for six months or a year for Malta, 
Gib, or elsewhere, at a bob a day Three battalions will give you 
nearly a whole battalion of bachelors between ’em You fill up 
deficiencies with a call on the territorial Volunteer battalion, 
and away you go with what we call a Ports battalion What’s 
astonishing in that? Remember that in this country, where fifty 
per cent of the able-bodied males have got a pretty fair notion 
of soldiering, and, which is more, have all camped out in the 
open, you wake up the spirit of adventure in the young ’ 

‘Not much adventure at Malta, Gib, or Cyprus,’ I retorted 
‘Don’t they get sick of it ? ’ 

‘But you don’t realize that we treat ’em rather differently 
from the soldier of the past You ought to go and see a Ports 
battalion drawn from a manufacturing centre growin’ vines in 
Cyprus m its shirt sleeves, and at Gib, and Malta, of course, 
the battalions are working with the Fleet half the time ’ 

‘It seems to me,’ I said angrily, ‘you are knocking esprit de 
corps on the head with all this Army-Navy jumble It’s as bad 
as -’ 

‘I know what you’re going to say As bad as what Kitchener 
used to do when he believed that a thousand details picked up 
on the veldt were as good as a column of two regiments In the 
old days, when drill was a sort of holy sacred art learned in old 
age, you’d be quite right But remember our chaps are broke to 
drill from childhood, and the theory we work on is that a 
thousand trained Englishmen ought to be about as good as 
another thousand trained Englishmen We’ve enlarged our hori- 
zon, that’s all Some day the Army and the Navy will be 
interchangeable ’ 

‘You’ve enlarged it enough to fall out of, I think Now where 
m all this mess of compulsory Volunteers—' 1 ’ 

‘My dear boy, there’s no compulsion You’ve got to be drilled 
when you’re a child, same as you’ve got to learn to read, and if 
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jou don’t pretend to sene in some corps or other tili >ou’rc 
thirts-fisc or medically chucked, sou rank with lunatics, 
women, and minors That’s fair enough 
‘Compulsory conscripts,’ I continued ‘Where, as I was pome: 
to say, does the Militia come in'’ 

‘As I ha\c said - for the men who can’t afford \oluntccnng 
The Militia is recruited by ballot -pretty comprchcnsncls too 
Volunteers arc exempt, but most men not othcnusc accounted 
for arc baeged by the Militia They hasc to put in a minimum 
three weeks’ camp escrv other jear, and they get fifteen bob a 
week and their keep when they’re at it, and some sort of a 
yearly fee, I’\c forgotten how much Tisn’t a show-} scmcc, 
but it’s scry useful It keeps the mass of the men between 
twenty-fisc, say, and thirty-fisc modcratcK fit, and pises the 
Armity an excuse for has mg more equipment reads - in ease of 
emergencies ’ 

‘I don’t think you’re quite fair on the Militia,’ drawled 
Vcrschoylc ‘They’re better than ssc gne ’em credit for Don’t 
jou remember the Middle Moor Collieries strike 5 ’ 

‘Tell me,’ I said quicklj Esidcntlj the others knew 
‘We-cll, it was no end of a pitmen’s strike about eight scars 
ago There were twenty-fisc thousand men insolscd - Militia, 
of course At the end of the first month - October - sshen 
things were looking rather blue, one of those closer Labour 
leaders got hold of the Militia Act and discos crcd that anj 
Militia regiment could, by a tsso-thirds sole, go on “heef” in a 
Military Area in addition to its usual biennial camp Tsso-and- 
tvent) battalions of Geordics solemnly applied, and thej were 
turned loose into the Irish and Scotch Areas under an I G 
Brigadier who had pns-atc instructions to knock clinkers out of 
cui But the pitman is a strong and agile bird He throsc on 
snowdrifts and entrenching and draggin’ guns through heather 
f was being fed and clothed for nothing, besides having a 
c nee of making hcad-moncs, and his stnkc-paj ssas going 
c ear to his wife and family You sec 5 Wily man But wachta- 
utje 1 When that “heeP’ finished m December the strife ssas 
on Then that same Labour leader found out, from the 
saj ue Act, that if at any time more than thirty' or forty men of a 
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Militia regiment wished to volunteer to do sea-time and study 
big guns in the Fleet they were in no wise to be discouraged, 
but were to be taken on as opportunity offered and paid a bob a 
day Accordingly, about January, Geordic began volunteering 
for sea-time - seven and eight hundred men out of each regi- 
ment Anyhow it made up seventeen thousand men 1 It was a 
splendid chance and the Armity jumped at it The Home and 
Channel Fleets and the North Sea and Cruiser Squadrons were 
strengthened with lame ducks from the Fleet Reserve, and 
between ’em with a little stretching and pushing they accom- 
modated all of that young division ’ 

‘Yes, but you’ve forgotten how we lied to the Continent 
about it All Europe wanted to know what the doocc we were 
at,’ said Boy Baylcy, ‘and the wretched Cabinet had to stump 
the country in the depths of winter explaining our new r system 
of poor-relief I beg your pardon, Verschoylc ’ 

‘The Armity improvised naval manoeuvres between Gib and 
Land’s End, with frequent coalings and landings, ending m a 
cruise round England that fairly paralysed the pitmen The 
first day out they wanted the Fleet stopped while they went 
ashore and killed their Labour leader, but they couldn’t be 
obliged Then they wanted to mutiny over the coaling — it w r as 
too like their own job Oh, they had a lordly time! They came 
back — the combined Fleets anchored off Hull — with a nautical 
hitch to their breeches They’d had a free fight at Gib with the 
Ports battalion there, they cleared out the town of Lagos, and 
they’d fought a pitched battle with the dockyard-matcys at 
Devonport. So they’d done ’cmselves well, but they didn’t want 
any more military life for a bit ’ 

‘And the strike?’ 

‘That ended, all right enough, when the strike-money came 
to an end The pit-owners were furious They said the Armity 
had wilfully prolonged the strike, and asked questions in the 
House The Armity said that they had taken advantage of the 
crisis to put a six months’ polish on fifteen thousand fine 
young men, and if the masters eared to come out on the same 
terms they’d be happy to do the same by them ’ 

‘And then?’ 
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‘Palaver done set,’ said Baylev. ‘Everybody laughed 5 ^ 

‘I don’t quite understand about this sea-time business, I 
said ‘Is the Fleet open to take any regiment aboard'’ 

‘Rather The I G must, the Line can, the Militia may, and 
the Volunteers do put m sca-timc The Coast Volunteers began 
it, and the fashion is spreading inland Under certain circum- 
stances, as Vetschoyle told you, a Volunteer or Militia regiment 
can vote whether it “heefs” net or dry If it votes wet and has 
influence (like some F S corps), it can sneak into the Channel 
or the Home Fleet and do a cruise round England or to Madeira 
or the North Sea The regiment, of course, is distributed among 
the ships, and the Fleet dry-nurse ’em. It rather breaks up 
shore discipline, but it gi\ cs the inland men a bit of experience 
and, of course, it gives us a fairish supply of men behind the 
gun, m event of any strain on the Fleet. Some coast corps make 
a speciality of it, and compete for embarking and disembarking 
records I believe some of the Tyneside engineerin’ corps put 
ten per cent of their men through the Fleet engine-rooms But 
there’s no need to stay talking here all the afternoon Come and 
see the I G in his lair - the miserable conscript driven up to 
the colours at the point of the bayonet ’ 


Part II 

The great hall was emptying apace as the clocks struck two, and 
we passed out through double doors into a huge reading and 
sm ^S r °om, blue with tobacco and buzzing with voices 
We’re quieter as a rule,’ said the Boy ‘But wc’rc filling up 
vacancies today Hence the anxious faces of the Line and Militia 
^ok. There were four tables against the walls, and at each stood 
a crow of uniforms The centres of disturbance were non-com- 
issione officers who, seatedj growled and wrote down names 
Lome to my table,’ said Burgard ‘Well, Purvis, have you 
ear-marked our little lot?’ 

j_ Ve ^ Cen te hm’ ’em for the last hour we’ve only twenty- 
was 1116 sergeant’s answer ‘I’ve taken nearly 
r I nals, and this is what’s left’ Burgard smiled 
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‘I’m very sorry,’ he said to the crowd, ‘but C Company’s 
full ’ 

‘Excuse me, Sir,’ said a man, ‘but wouldn’t sea-time count m 
my favour? I’ve put in three months with the Fleet Small 
quick-firers, Sir? Company guns? Any sort of light machinery?’ 

‘Come away,’ said a voice behind ‘They’ve chucked the best 
farner between Hull and Dewsbury ’Think they’ll tak eyou an’ 
your potty quick-firers?’ 

The speaker turned on his heel and swore 
‘Oh, damn the Guard, by all means,’ said Sergeant Purvis, 
collecting his papers ‘D’you suppose it’s any pleasure to me to 
reject chaps of your build and make? Vote us a second Guard 
battalion and we’ll accommodate you Now, you can come into 
Schools and watch Trials if you like ’ 

Most of the men accepted his invitation, but a few walked 
away angrily I followed from the smoking-room across a wide 
corridor into a riding-school, under whose roof the voices of 
the few hundred assembled wandered m lost echoes 

‘I’ll leave you, if you don’t mmd,’ said Burgard ‘Company 
officers aren’t supposed to assist at these games Here, 
Matthews 1 ’ He called to a private and put me m his charge 
In the centre of the vast floor my astonished eyes beheld a 
group of stripped men, the pmk of their bodies startling the 
tan 

‘These are our crowd,’ said Matthews ‘They’ve been vetted, 
an’ we’re putting ’em through their paces ’ 

‘They don’t look a bit like raw material,’ I said 
‘No, we don’t use either raw men or raw meat for that matter 
in the Guard,’ Matthews replied ‘Life’s too short ’ 

Purvis stepped forward and barked m the professional 
manner It was physical drill of the most searching, checked 
only when he laid his hand over some man’s heart 

Six or seven, I noticed, were sent back at this stage of the 
game Then a cry went up from a group of privates standing 
near the line of contorted figures ‘White, Purvis, white! 
Number Nine is spitting white!’ 

I know it,’ said Purvis ‘Don’t you worry ’ 

untair murmured the man who understood quick-firers 
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‘If I couldn’t shape better than that I’d hire myself out to 
wheel a perambulator He’s cooked ’ 

‘Nah,’ said the mtent Matthews ‘He’ll answer to a month’s 
training like a horse It’s only suet You’ve been training for 
this, haven’t you ? ’ 

‘Look at me,’ said the man simply 

‘Yes You’re overtrained,’ was Matthews’ comment ‘The 
Guard isn’t a arcus ’ 

‘Guns'’ roared Purvis, as the men broke off and panted 
‘Number off from the right Fourteen is one, three is two, 
eleven’s three, twenty' and thirty-nine are four and five, and 
five is six He was givmg them their numbers at the guns as 
they struggled into their uniforms In like manner he told off 
three other gun-crews, and the remainder left at the double, to 
return through the farther doors with four light quick-firers 
jerking at the end of man-ropes 

[Knock down and assemble against time!’ Purvis called 
e audience closed m a litde as the crews flung themselves 
on the guns, which melted, wheel by wheel, beneath their 


Tve never seen anything like this,’ I whispered 
the I ml Sai , d ^ tthcws scomfhlly ‘They’re always doin’ it m 
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box in the heel, and when I had inspected snapped them out 
again 

‘That’s all the spur you really need,’ he said 

Then horses were trotted out into the school barebacked, and 
the neophytes were told to nde 

Evidently the beasts knew the game and enjoyed it, for they 
would not make it easy for the men 

A heap of saddlery was thrown m a corner, and from this 
each man, as he captured his mount, made shift to draw proper 
equipment, while the audience laughed, derided, or called the 
horses towards them 

It was, most literally, wild horseplay, and by the time it was 
finished the recruits and the company were weak with fatigue 
and laughter 

‘That’ll do,’ said Purvis, while the men rocked m their 
saddles ‘I don’t see any particular odds between any of you C 
Company 1 Does anybody here know anything against any of 
these men ? ’ 

‘That’s a bit of the Regulations,’ Matthews whispered ‘Just 
like forbiddin’ the banns in church Really it was all settled 
long ago when the names first came up ’ 

There was no answer 

‘You’ll take ’em as they stand?’ 

There was a grunt of assent 

‘Very good There’s forty men for twenty-three billets ’ He 
turned to the sweating horsemen ‘I must put you into the Hat 

With great ceremony and a shower of company jokes that I 
did not follow, an enormous Ally Sloper top-hat was produced, 
into which numbers and blanks were dropped, and the whole 
was handed round to the riders by a private, evidently the joker 
of C Company 

Matthews gave me to understand that each company owned 
a cherished receptacle (sometimes not a respectable one) for the 
papers of the final drawing He was telling me how his company 
had once stolen the Sacred Article used by D Company for this 
purpose and of the not that followed, when through the west 
door of the schools entered a fresh detachment of stripped 
men, and the arena was flooded with another company 
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Said Matthews as we withdrew, ‘Each company does Trials 
their own way B Company is all for teaching men how to cook 
and camp D Company keeps ’em to horse-work mostly We 
call D the circus-nders and B the cooks They call us the 
gunners ’ 

‘An’ you’ve rejected me ,’ said the man who had done sea- 
time, pushing out before us ‘The Army’s goin’ to the dogs'’ 

I stood in the comdor looking for Burgard 
‘Come up to my room and have a smoke,’ said Matthews, 
Private of the Imperial Guard 

We climbed two flights of stone stairs ere we reached an 
immense landing flanked with numbered doors Matthews 
pressed a spnng-latch and led me into a little cabm-like room 
The cot was a standing bunk, with drawers beneath On the bed 
lay a brilliant blanket, by the bed head was an electric light and 
a shelf of books a writing table stood m the window, and I 
dropped into a low wicker chair 
‘This is a cut above subaltern’s quarters,’ I said, surveying 
the photos, the dhum on the floor, the rifle m its rack, the 
field-kit hung up behind the door, and the kmcknacks on the 
walls 

The Line bachelors use ’em while we’re away, but they’re 
mce to come back to after “heef” ’ Matthews passed me his 
cigarette-case 

‘Where have you “heefed” 5 ’ I said 

In Scotland, Central Australia, and North-Eastern Rhodesia 
and the North-West Indian front ’ 

What’s your service' 1 ’ 

Four years I’ll have to go in a year I got m when I was 
cnty-two - by a fluke - from the Militia direct — on Trials ’ 
Inals like those we just saw 5 ’ 

F>ot so severe There was less competition then I hoped to 

stn P es > but there’s no chance ’ 

Why 5 ’ 

half ^ %Cn 1 ^ nac k of handling men Purvis let me have a 
\r_ " C0Tn P an y fi° r a month m Rhodesia — over towards Lake 
TO couldn’t work ’em properly It’s a gift.’ 

0 co our-sergeants handle half-companies with you 5 ’ 
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‘They can command ’em on the “heef” We’ve only four 
company officers - Burgard, Luttrell, Kyd, and Harrison 
Pigeon’s our swop, and he’s m charge of the ponies Burgard 
got his company on the “heef’ You see Burgard had been a 
lieutenant m the Line, but he came into the Guard on Trials 
like the men He could command They tried him in India with 
a wmg of the battalion for three months He did well, so he got 
his company That’s what made me hopeful But it’s a gift, you 
see - managing men - and so I’m only a senior private They let 
ten per cent of us stay on for two years extra after our three are 
finished - to polish the others ’ 

‘Aren’t you even a corporaP’ 

‘We haven’t corporals, or lances for that matter, m the Guard 
As a senior private I’d take twenty men into action, but one 
Guard don’t tell another how to clean himself You’ve learned 
that before you apply Come in!’ 

There was a knock at the door, and Burgard entered, re- 
moving his cap 

‘I thought you’d be here,’ he said, as Matthews vacated the 
other chair and sat on the bed ‘Well, has Matthews told you all 
about it ? How did our Trials go, Matthews?’ 

‘Forty names in the Hat, Sir, at the finish They’ll make a 
fairish lot Their gun-tricks weren’t bad, but D Company has 
taken the best horsemen - as usual ’ 

‘Oh, I’ll attend to that on “heef’ Give me a man who can 
handle company-guns and I’ll engage to make him a horse- 
master D Company will end by thinkin’ ’emselves Captain 
Pigeon’s private cavalry some day ’ 

I had never heard a private and a captain talking after this 
fashion, and my face must have betrayed my astonishment, for 
Burgard said 

‘These are not our parade manners In our rooms, as we say in 
the Guard, all men are men Outside we are officers and men ’ 
‘I begin to see,’ I stammered ‘Matthews was telling me that 
sergeants handled half-companies and rose from the ranks — 
and I don’t see that there are any lieutenants — and your com- 
panies appear to be two hundred and fifty strong It’s a shade 
confusing to the layman ’ 
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Burgard leaned forward didactically ‘The Regulations lay 
down that every man’s capacity for command must be tested to 
the uttermost We construe that very literally when we’re on the 
“heef ’ F’r instance, any man can apply to take the command 
next above him, and if a man’s too shy to ask, his company 
officer must see that he gets his chance A sergeant is given a 
wing of the battalion to play with for three weeks, a month, or six 
weeks -accordmg to his capacity, and turned adrift in an Area to 
make his own arrangements That’s what Areas are for — and to 
experiment in A good gunner — a private very often — has all four 
company-guns to handle through a week’s fight, acting for the 
time as the major Majors of Guard battalions (Verschoyle’s our 
major) are supposed to be responsible for the guns, by the way 
There’s nothing to prevent any man who has the gift working his 
way up to the experimental command of the battalion on “heef’. 
Purvis, my colour-sergeant, commanded the battalion for three 
months at the back of Coolgardie, an’ very well he did it. Bayley 
’verted to company officer for the time being an’ took Harrison’s 
company, and Harrison came over to me as my colour-sergeant 
D’you see- 1 Well, Purvis is down for a commission when there’s a 
vacancy He’s been thoroughly tested, and we all like him Two 
other sergeants have passed that three months’ trial in the same 
way (just as second mates go up for extra master’s certificate) 
They have E C after their names m the Army List That shows 
they* re capable of taking command in event of war The result of 
our system is that you could knock out every single officer of a 
Guard battalion early in the day, and the wheels ’ud still go 
forward, not merely round We’re allowed to fill up half our 
commissioned list from the ranks direct Now d’you see why 
there’s such a rush to get mto a Guard battalion?’ 

‘Indeed I do Have you commanded the regiment experi- 
mentally?’ 

‘Oh, time and again,’ Burgard laughed ‘We’ve all had our 
PC turn.’ 

‘Doesn’t the chopping and changing upset the men?’ 

‘It takes something to upset the Guard Besides, they’re all in 
the game together They give each other a fan show, you may 
he sure ’ 
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‘That’s true,’ said Matthews ‘When I went to Ngami with 
my - with the half-company,’ he sighed, ‘they helped me all 
they knew But it’s a gift — handling men I found that out.’ 

‘I know you did,’ said Burgard softly ‘But you found it out 
in time, which is the great thing You see,’ he turned to me, 
‘with our limited strength we can’t afford to have a single man 
who isn’t more than up to any duty — m reason Don’t you be 
led away by what you saw at Trials just now The Volunteers 
and the Militia have all the monkey-tricks of the trade — such as 
mounting and dismounting guns, and making fancy scores and 
doing record marches, but they need a lot of working up before 
they can pull their weight in the boat ’ 

There was a knock at the door A note was handed in Burgard 
read it and smiled 

‘Bayley wants to know if you’d care to come with us to the 
Park and see the kids It’s only a Saturday afternoon walk- 
round before the taxpayer Very good If you’ll press the 
button we’ll try to do the rest ’ 

He led me by two flights of stairs up an iron stairway that 
gave on a platform, not unlike a ship’s bridge, immediately 
above the barrelled glass roof of the nding-school Through a 
ribbed ventilator I could see B Company far below watching 
some men who chased sheep Burgard unlocked a glass-fronted 
fire-alarm arrangement flanked with dials and speaking-tubes, 
and bade me press the centre button 

Next moment I should have fallen through the nding-school 
roof if he had not caught me, for the huge building below my 
feet thnlled to the multiplied pumng of electnc bells The men 
m the school vanished like minnows before a shadow, and 
above the stamp of booted feet on staircases I heard the neighing 
of many horses 

‘What in the world have I done?’ I gasped 

‘Turned out the Guard — horse, foot, and guns!’ 

A telephone bell rang impcnously Burgard snatched up the 
receiver 

‘Yes, Sir . What, Sit I never heard they said that,’ he 
laughed, but it would be just like ’em In an hour and a half? 
Yes, Sir Opposite the Statue? Yes, Sir ’ 
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He turned to me with a wink as he hung up } 

‘Bayley’s playing up for you Now you’ll see some tun 
‘Who’s going to catch it?’ I demanded 
‘Only our local Foreign Service Corps Its C O has been 
boasting that it’s en etat de partir, and Bayley s going to e 
him at his word and have a kit-inspection this afternoon in the 
Park I must tell their drill-hall Look over yonder between that 
brewery chimney and the mansard roof 
He readdressed himself to the telephone, and I kept my eye 
on the building to the southward A Blue Peter climbed up to 
the top of the flagstaff that crowned it and blew out m the 
summer breeze A black storm-cone followed 

‘Inspection for F S corps acknowledged. Sir,’ said Burgard 
down the telephone ‘Now we’d better go to the nding-schoo 
The battalion falls in there I have to change, but you re free o 
the corps Go anywhere Ask anything In another ten minutes 
we’re off’ 

I lingered for a little looking over the great city, its huddle o 
houses and the great fringe of the Park, all framed between the 
open windows of this dial-dotted eyne. 

When I descended the halls and comdors were as hushed as 
they had been noisy, and my feet echoed down the broad tiled 
staircases On the third floor, Matthews, gaitered and armed, 
overtook me smiling 

‘I thought you might want a guide,’ said he We ve five 
minutes yet,’ and pdoted me to the sun-splashed gloom of the 
riding-school Three companies were in close order on the tan 
They moved out at a whistle, and as I followed in their rear I 
was overtaken by Pigeon on a rough black mare 

‘Wait a bit,’ he said, ‘till the horses are all out of stables, and 
come with us D Company is the only mounted one just now 
We do it to amuse the taxpayer,’ he explained, above the noise 
of horses on the tan 

‘Where are the guns’’ I asked, as the mare Upped my coat- 
collar 

‘Gone ahead long ago They come out of then own door at 
the back of barracks We don’t haul guns through traffic more 
than we can help If Belinda breathes down your neck 
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smack her She’ll be quiet in the streets She loves lookin’ into 
the shop-windows ’ 

The mounted company clattered through vaulted concrete 
corridors in the wake of the mam body, and filed out into the 
crowded streets 

When I looked at the townsfolk on the pavement, or in the 
double-decked trams, I saw that the bulk of them saluted, not 
grudgingly or of necessity, but in a light-hearted, even flippant 
fashion 

‘Those are Line and Militia men,’ said Pigeon ‘That old 
chap m the top-hat by the lamp-post is an ex-Guardee That’s 
why he’s saluting in slow time No, there’s no regulation 
governing these things, but we’ve all fallen into the way of it 
somehow Steady, mare 1 ’ 

‘I don’t know whether I care about this aggressive militarism, 
I began, when the company halted, and Belinda almost knocked 
me down Looking forward I saw the badged cuff of a police- 
man upraised at a crossing, his back towards us 

‘Horrid aggressive, ain’t we ? ’ said Pigeon with a chuckle 
when we moved on again and overtook the main body Here I 
caught the strains of the band, which Pigeon told me did not 
accompany the battalion on ‘heeP, but lived m barracks and 
made much money by playing at parties m town 

‘If we want anything more than drums and fifes on “heeP 
we sing,’ said Pigeon ‘Smgin’ helps the wind ’ 

I rejoiced to the marrow of my bones thus to be borne along 
on billows of surging music among magnificent men, in sun- 
light, through a crowded town whose people, I could feel, 
regarded us with comradeship, affection - and more 

‘By Jove,’ I said at last, watching the eyes about us, ‘these 
people are looking us over as if we were horses ’ 

‘Why not ? They know the game ’ 

The eyes on the pavement, m the trams, the cabs, at 
the upper windows, swept our lines back and forth with a 
weighed intensity of regard which at first seemed altogether 
new to me, till I recalled just such eyes, a thousand of them, 
at manoeuvres m the Channel when one crowded battle- 
ship drew past its sister at biscuit-toss range Then I stared 
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at the ground overborne by those considering eyes 
Suddenly the music changed to the wail of the Dead March 
in Saul , and once more - we were crossing a large square — the 
regiment halted 

‘Damn!’ said Pigeon, glancing behind him at the mounted 
companj ‘I believe the} save up their Saturday corpses on 
purpose ’ 

‘What is it?’ I ashed 

‘A dead Volunteer We must play him through ’ 

Again I looked forward and saw the top of a hearse, followed 
by two mourning coaches, boring directly up the halted regi- 
ment, which opened out company b} company to let it through 
‘But they’ve got the whole blessed square to funcralize in 1 ’ I 
exclaimed ‘Why don’t they go round' 1 
‘Not so,’ Pigeon replied ‘In this city it’s the Volunteer’s 
perquisite to be played through by any corps he happens to 
meet on his way to the cemetery And they make the most of it. 
You’ll see ’ 

I heard the order, ‘Rest on your arms’, run before the poor 
litde procession as the men opened out. The driver pulled the 
black Flanders beasts into a more than funeral crawl, and in the 
first mourning-coach I saw the tearful face of a fat woman (his 
mother, doubtless), a handkerchief pressed to one e}e, but the 
other rolling vigilantly, alight with proper pride Last came a 
knot of uniformed men — privates, I took it — of the dead one’s 
corps 

Said a man in the crowd beside us to the girl on his arm, 
‘There, Jennyl That’s what I’ll get if I have the luck to meet 
cm when my time comes ’ 

•You an’ your luck,’ she snapped ‘’Ow can you talk such 
silly nonsense-” 

‘Played through by the Guard,’ he repeated slowly ‘The 
undertaker ’oo could guarantee that , mark you, for all his 
customers - well ’e’d monopolize the trade, is all I can say. See 
the horses passagin' sideways!’ 

‘She done it a purpose,’ said the woman with a sniff 
‘An’ I only hope you’ll follow her example Just as long as 
you think I’ll keep, too ’ 
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We reclosed when the funeral had left us twenty paces 
behind A small boy stuck his head out of a carnage and watched 
us jealously 

‘Amazing' amazing!’ I murmured ‘Is it regulation?’ 

‘No Town-custom It vanes a little m different cities, but 
the people value being played through more than most things, I 
imagine Duddell, the big Ipswich manufacturer - he’s a 
Quaker — tried to bnng in a bill to suppress it as unchnstian ’ 
Pigeon laughed 

‘And?’ 

‘Itcosthimhisseatnextelection You see, we’re all m the game ’ 

We reached the Park without further adventure, and found 
the four company-guns with their spike teams and single drivers 
waiting for us Many people were gathered here, and we were 
halted, so far as I could see, that they might talk with the men 
m the ranks The officers broke into groups 

‘Why on earth didn’t you come along with me?’ said Boy 
Bayley at my side ‘I was expecting you ’ 

‘Well, I had a delicacy about brigading myself with a colonel 
at the head of his regiment, so I stayed with the rear company 
and the horses It’s all too wonderful for any words What’s 
going to happen next?’ 

‘I’ve handed over to Verschoyle, who will amuse and edify 
the school-children while I take you round our kindergarten 
Don’t kill any one, Vee Are you goin’ to charge ’em?’ 

Old Verschoyle hitched his big shoulder and nodded precisely 
as he used to do at school He was a boy of few words grown 
into a kindly taciturn man 

Now!’ Bayley slid his arm through mine and led me across a 
riding road towards a stretch of rough common (singularly out 
of place m a park) perhaps three-quarters of a mile long and 
half as wide On the encircling rails leaned an almost unbroken 
line of men and women — the women outnumbering the men I 
saw the Guard battalion move up the road flanking the common 
and disappear behind the trees 

As far as the eye could range through the mellow English 
haze die ground inside the railings was dotted with boys m and 
out ot uniform, armed and unarmed I saw squads here, half- 
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companies there, then three companies m an open space, 
wheeling with stately steps, a knot of drums and fifes near the 
railings unconcernedly slashing its way across popular airs, and 
a batch of gamins labouring through some extended attack 
destined to be swept aside by a corps crossing the ground at the 
double They broke out of furze bushes, ducked over hollows 
and bunkers, held or fell away from hillocks and rough sand- 
banks till the eye weaned of their busy legs 
Bayley took me through the railings, and gravely returned 
the salute of a freckled twelve-year-old near by 
‘What’s your corps- 1 ’ said the Colonel of that Impenal Guard 
battalion to that child 

‘Eighth District Board School, Fourth Standard, Sir We 
aren’t out today ’ Then, with a twinkle, ‘I go to First Camp 
next year ’ 

‘What are those boys yonder — that squad at the double?’ 
‘Jew-boys, sir Jewish Voluntary Schools, Sir ’ 

‘And that full company extending behind the three elms to 
the south-west?’ 

‘Pnvatc day-schools, Sir, I think Judging distance, Sir ’ 
‘Can you come with us?’ 

‘Certainly, Sir ’ 

‘Here’s the raw material at the beginning of the process,’ said 
Bayley to me 

We strolled on towards the strains of ‘A Bicycle Built for 
Two’, breathed jerkily into a mouth-organ by a slim maid of 
fourteen Some dozen mfants with clenched fists and earnest 
legs were swinging through the extension movement s which 
that tune calls for A stunted hawthorn overhung the little 
group, and from a branch a dirty white handkerchief flapped 
in the breeze The girl blushed, scowled, and wiped the mouth- 
organ on her sleeve as we came up 

‘We’re all waiting for our big bruwers,’ piped up one bold 
person m blue breeches — seven if he was a day 

‘It keeps ’em quieter. Sir,’ the maiden lisped ‘The others are 
with the regiments ’ 

‘Yeth, and they’ve all lots of blank for you' said the gentle- 
man m blue breeches ferociously 
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‘Oh, Artie! ’Ush!’ the girl cried 

‘But why have they lots of blank for us* 1 Bayley asked Blue 
Breeches stood firm. 

‘ ’Cause — ’cause the Guard’s gom’ to fight the Schools this 
afternoon, but my big bruwer says they’ll be dam-well sur- * 

prised ’ , 

‘Ar tieV The girl leaped towards him Tou know your ma said 

I was to smack 

‘Don’t, please don’t,’ said Bayley, pink with suppressed 
mirth ‘It was all my fault I must tell old Verschoyle this. 
I’ve surprised his plan out of the mouths of babes an 
sucklings ’ 

‘What plan ? ’ I asked 

‘Old Vee has taken the battalion up to the top of the common, 
and he told me he meant to charge down through the kids, but 
they’re on to him already He’ll be scuppered The Guard wi 
be scuppered ’ 

Here Blue Breeches, overcome by the reproof of his fellows, 
began to weep 

‘I didn’t tell,’ he roared ‘My big bruwer he knew when he 
saw them go up the road ’ 

‘Never mmdl Never mind, old man,’ said Bayley soothingly 
‘I’m not fighting today It’s all right ’ 

He nghtened it yet further with sixpence, and left that band 
loudly at feud over the spoil 

‘Oh, Vee! Vee the strategist,’ he chuckled ‘We’ll pull Vee s 
leg tonight ’ 

Our freckled friend of the barriers doubled up behind us 
‘So you know that my battalion is charging down the ground 7 ’ 
Bayley demanded 

‘Not for certain, Sir, but we’re preparin’ for the worst,’ he 
answered with a cheerfhl grm ‘They allow the Schools a little 
blank ammunition after we’ve passed the Third Standard, and 
we nearly always bring it on to the ground of Saturdays ’ 

‘The deuce you do! Why?’ 

‘On account of those amateur Volunteer corps, Sir They’re 
always experimentin’ upon us, Sir, comm’ over from their 
ground an’ developin’ attacks on our flanks Oh, it’s chrome 
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’ete of a Saturday sometimes, unless you flag yourself 1 
I followed his eje and saw white flags fluttering before a 
drum and fife band and a knot of youths m sweaters gathered 
round the dummy breech of a four-inch gun which they were 
feeding at express rates 

‘The attacks don’t interfere with you if you flag yourself, 
Sir,’ the boy explained ‘That’s a Second Camp team from the 
Technical Schools loading against time for a bet 1 
We picked our w ay deviously through the busy groups Appar- 
ently it was not etiquette to notice a Guard officer, and the 
youths at the twenty-five-pounder were far too busy to look 
up I watched the cleanly finished hoist and shove-home of the 
full-weight shell from a safe distance, when I became aware of 
a change among the scattered boys on the common, who dis- 
appeared behind the hillocks to an accompaniment of querulous 
whistles A boy or two on bicycles dashed from corps to corps, 
and on then- arrival each corps seemed to fade away 
The youths at loading practice did not pause for the growing 
hush round them, nor did the drum and fife band drop a single 
note Bayley exploded afresh ‘The Schools arc preparing for 
our attack, by Jove' I wonder who’s directin’ ’em Do you 
know?’ 

The wamor of the Eighth District looked up shrewdly 
I saw Mr Cameron speaking to Mr Levitt just as the Guard 
went up the road ’E’s our ’ead-master, Mr Cameron, but Mr 
Levitt, of the Sixth District, is actin’ as senior officer on the 
ground this Saturday Most likely Mr Levitt is commandin’ ’ 
‘How many corps are there here'” I asked 
‘Oh, bits of lots of ’em — thirty or forty p’r’aps. Sir. But the 
whistles says they’ve all got to rally on the Board Schools ’Ark! 
There’s the whistle for the Private Schools' They’ve been called 
up the ground at the double ’ 

‘Stop!’ cried a bearded man with a watch, and the crews 
dropped beside the breech wiping their brows and panting 
‘Hullo' there’s some attack on the Schools,’ said one ‘Well, 
Marden, you owe me three half-crowns I’ve beaten your 
record Pay up!’ 

The boy beside us tapped his foot fretfully as he eyed his 
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companions melting among the hillocks, but the gun-team 
adjusted their bets without once looking up 

The ground rose a little to a furze-crowned ndge m the 
centre so that I could not see the full length of it, but I heard a 
faint bubble of blank in the distance 

‘The Saturday allowance,’ murmured Bayley ‘War’s begun, 
but it wouldn’t be etiquette for us to interfere. What arc you 
saying, my child?’ 

‘Nothin’, Sir, only - only I don’t think the Guard will be 
able to come through on so narrer a front, Sir They’ll all be 
jammed up be’md the ndge if me’ve got there m time It’s 
awful sticky for guns at the end of our ground, Sir.’ 

‘I’m inclined to think you’re right, Moltke The Guard is 
hung up distinctly so Old Vee will have to cut his way through 
What a pernicious amount of blank the kids seem to have 1 ’ 

It was quite a respectable roar of battle that rolled among the 
hillocks for ten minutes, always out of our sight Then we 
heard the ‘Cease fire’ over the ndge 

‘They’ve sent for the Umpires,’ the Board School boy 
squeaked, dancing on one foot ‘You’ve been hung up, Sir I — I 
thought the sand-pits ’ud stop you.’ 

Said one of the jerseyed hobbledehoys at the gun, slipping on 
his coat- ‘Well, that’s enough for this afternoon I’m off,’ and 
moved to the railings without even glancmg towards the fray 
‘I anticipate the worst,’ said Bayley with gravity after a few 
minutes ‘Hullo! Here comes my disgraced corps ’ 

The Guard was pounng over the ndge — a disorderly mob — 
horse, foot, and guns mixed, while from every hollow of the 
ground about rose small boys cheenng shnlly The outcry was 
taken up by the parents at the railings, and spread to a complete 
circle of cheers, handclappmgs, and waved handkerchiefs 
Our Eighth District private cast away restraint and openly 
capered ‘We got ’em! We got ’em!’ he squealed 

The grey-green flood paused a fraction of a minute and 
drew itself into shape, coming to rest before Bayley Verschoyle 
saluted 

Vee, Vce, said Bayley ‘Give me back my legions! Well, I 
hope you’re proud of yourself’ 
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‘The little beasts were ready for us Deuced well posted too,’ 
Verschoyle replied ‘I wish you’d seen that first attach on our 
flank Rather impressive Who warned ’em' 1 ’ 

‘I don’t know I got my information from a baby in blue 
plush breeches Did they do welP’ 

‘Very r decently indeed I’ve complimented their C O and 
buttered the whole boiling ’ He lowered his voice ‘As a matter o’ 
fact, I halted five good minutes to give ’em time to get into 
position ’ 

‘Well, now we can inspect our Foreign Service corps We 
shan’t need the men for an hour, Vee ’ 

‘Very good, Sir Colour-sergeants 1 ’ cried Verschoyle, raising 
his voice, and the cry ran from company to company Where- 
upon the officers left their men, people began to climb over the 
railings, and the regiment dissolved among the spectators and 
the school corps of the city 

‘’No sense keeping men standing when you don’t need ’em,’ 
said Bayley ‘Besides, the Schools learn more from our chaps in 
an afternoon than they can pick up in a month’s drill Look at 
those Board-schoolmaster captains buttonholing old Purvis on 
the art of war 1 ’ 

‘’Wonder what the evening papers ’ll say about this,’ said 
Pigeon 

‘You’ll know in half an hour,’ Burgard laughed ‘What pos- 
sessed you to take your pomes across the sand-pits, Pij?’ 

‘Pride Silly pride,’ said the Canadian 
We crossed the common to a very' regulation parade-ground 
overlooked by a statue of Our Queen Here were carnages, 
many and elegant, filled with pretty women, and the railings 
were lined with frockcoats and top hats ‘This is distinctly 
social,’ I suggested to Kyd 

‘Ra-ather Our F S corps is nothing if not correct, but 
Bayley ’ll sweat ’em all the same ’ 

I saw six companies drawn up for inspection behind lines of 
long sausage-shaped kit-bags A band welcomed us with ‘A 
Life on the Ocean Wave’ 

‘What cheekl’ muttered Verschoyle ‘Give ’em beans, 
Bayley ’ 
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‘I intend to,’ said the Colonel grimly ‘Will each of you 
fellows take a company, please, and inspect ’em faithfully En 
ctat de partir is their little boast, remember When you’ve 
finished you can give ’em a little pillow-fighting ’ 

‘What does die single cannon on those men’s sleeves mean?’ 
I asked 


‘That they’re big-gun men, who’vc dono time with the Fleet,’ 
Bayley returned ‘Any F S corps that has over twenty per cent 
fog-gun men thinks itself entitled to play “A Life on the Ocean 
Wave” — when it’s out of hearing of the Navy ’ 

What beautiful stuff they arc! What’s their regimental 
average?’ 

It ought to be five eight, height, thirty-eight, chest, and 
twenty-four years, age What is it?’ Bayley asked of a private 

Five nine and half. Sir, thirty-nine, twenty-four and a 
half, was the reply, and he added insolently, 'En etal de 
partir Evidently that F S corps was on its mettle ready for 
the worst 


What about their musketry average?’ I went on 
Not my pidgin,’ said Bayley ‘But they wouldn’t be in the 
corps a day if they couldn’t shoot, I know that much Now I’m 
going to go through ’em for socks and slippers ’ 

The kit-inspection exceeded anything I had ever dreamed I 
drifted from company to company while the Guard officers 
oppressed them Twenty per cent, at least, of the kits were 

S m C ° n t ^ 1C ® rass an ^ gone through in detail 

What have they got jumpers and ducks for?’ I asked of 
Harrison 

rn™r™ F1CCt ° f C ° UrSC 6tat de P*™ With an F S 

corps means they arc amphibious ’ 

Who gives ’em their kit - Government?’ 

It’s thc r s C ame a a ?° VCrnme ? al |° Wance > ** no C O sticks to it 

of someone’s norW w gold “ Icaf ln ^c Navy It comes out 
ot someone s pockets How much does vour k it met von?’ - 

this to the private m front of us y 7 

‘About ten or fifteen quid everv ntW 
the answer 4 ery 0ther V* 9 ** 1 suppose, was 

‘Very good Pack your bag - quick ’ 
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The man knelt, and with supremely deft hands returned all 
to the bag, lashed and tied it, and fell back 
‘Arms,’ said Hamson ‘Strip and show ammunition ’ 

The man divested himself of his rolled greatcoat and 
haversack with one wriggle, as it seemed to me, a twist of a 
screw removed the side plate of the rifle breech (it was not a 
bolt action) He handed it to Hamson with one hand, and with 
the other loosed his clip-studded belt. 

‘What baby cartridges 1 ’ I exclaimed ‘No bigger than bulleted 
breech-caps ’ 

‘They’re the regulation 256,’ said Hamson ‘No one has 
complained of ’em yet They expand a bit when they amve 
Empty your bottle, please, and show your rations * 

The man poured out his water-bottle and showed a two-inch 
emergency tin 

Hamson passed on to the next, but I was fascinated by the 
way in which the man re-established himself amid his straps 
and buckles, asking no help from either side 

‘How long does it take you to prepare for inspection?’ I asked 
him 

‘Well, I got ready this afternoon in twelve minutes,’ he 
smiled ‘I didn’t see the storm-cone oil half-past three I was at 
the Club ’ 

‘Weren’t a good many of you out of town 5 ’ 

‘Not this Saturday We knew what was coming You see, if 
we pull through the mspecUon we may move up one place on 
the roster for foreign service You’d better stand back 
We’re going to pillow-fight ’ 

The companies stooped to the stuffed kitbags, doubled with 
them variously, piled them in squares and mounds, passed them 
from shoulder to shoulder like buckets at a fire, and repeated 
the evolution 

‘What’s the idea?’ I asked of Verschoyle, who, arms folded 
behind him, was controlling the display Many women had 
descended from the carnages, and were pressing in about us 
admiringly 

‘For one thing, it’s a fan test of wind and muscle, and for 
another it saves time at the docks We’ll suppose this first 
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regained the common, where the Guard battalion walked with 
the female of its species and the children of all its relatives At 
sight of the officers the uniforms began to detach themselves 
and gather in companies A Board School corps was moving off 
the ground, headed by its drums and fifes, which it assisted 
with song As we drew nearer we caught the words, for they 
were launched with intention 


‘’Oo is it mashes the country nurse'* 
The Guardsman! 

’Oo is it takes the lydy’s purse 1 * 

The Guardsman! 

Calls for a drink, and a mild agar, 
Batters a sovereign down on the bar, 
Collars the change and says “Ta-ta!” 
The Guardsman!’ 


‘Why, that’s one of old Jemmy Fawne’s songs I haven t 
heard it m ages,’ I began 
‘Little devils!’ said Pigeon 

‘Speshul 1 Extra Speshufl Sports Edition!’ a newsboy cried 
‘’Ere y’are, Captain Defeat o’ the Guard 1 ’ 

‘I’ll buy a copy,’ said the Boy, as Pigeon blushed wrathfully 
‘I must, to see how The Dove lost his mounted company ’ He 
unfolded the flapping sheet and we crowded round it 

Complete Rout of the Guard he read t,, Too Narrow a 
Front ” That’s one for you, Vee! “ Attack anticipated by Mr 
Levitt, BA” Aha! “The Schools Stand Fast” ’ 

‘Here’s another version,’ said Kyd, waving a tinted sheet. 
“■“To your Tents, O Israel ’ The Hebrew Schools stop the Mounted 
Troops ” Pij, were you scuppered by Jew-boys?’ 

Umpires Decide all Four Guns Lost Bayley went on ‘By 
Jove, there’ll have to be an inquiry into this regrettable incident, 
Vee!’ 


‘I’ll never try to amuse the kids again,’ said the baited 
Verschoyle ‘Children and newspapers are low things And I 

was hit on the nose by a wad, too They oughtn’t to be allowed 
blank ammunition 

So wo leaned agamst the ladings m the warm twilight haze 
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while the battalion, silently as a shadow, formed up behind us 
ready to be taken over The heat, the hum of the great city , as it 
might have been the hum of a camped army, the creaking of 
the belts, and the well-known faces bent above them, brought 
back to me the memory' of another evening, years ago, when 
Verschoyle and I waited for news of guns missing m no sham 
fight 

‘A regular Sanna’s Post, isn’t it?’ I said at last ‘D’you re- 
member, Vee - by the market-square — that night when the 
wagons went out?’ 

Then it came upon me, with no hoiror, but a certain mild 
wonder, that we had waited, Vee and I, that night for the body 
of Boy Bayley; and that Vee himself had died of typhoid m the 
spring of 1902 The rustling of the papers continued, but 
Bayley, shifting slightly, revealed to me the three-day-old 
wound on his left side that had soaked the ground about him I 
saw Pigeon fling up a helpless arm as to guard himself against a 
spatter of shrapnel, and Luttrell with a foolish tight-lipped 
smile lurched over all in one jointless piece Only old Vce’s 
onest face held steady for awhile against the darkness that 
ad swallowed up the battalion behmd us Then his jaw dropped 
and the face stiffened, so that a fly made bold to explore the 
puffed and scornful nostril 

1 waked brushing a fly from my nose, and saw the Club waiter 
lay out the evenmg papers on the table 




‘They’ 


One view called me to another, one hill top to its fellow, half 
across the county, and since I could answer at no more 
trouble than the snapping forward of a lever, I let the county 
flow under my wheels The orchid-studded flats of the East 
gave way to the thyme, ilex, and grey grass of the Downs, 
these again to the rich condand and fig-trees of the lower 
coast, where you carry the beat of the tide on your left hand 
or fifteen level miles, and when at last I turned inland 
through a huddle of rounded hills and woods I had run 
niyself clean out of my known marks Beyond that precise 
hamlet which stands godmother to the capital of the United 
tates, I found hidden villages where bees, the only things 
awake, boomed in eighty-foot lindens that overhung grey 
orman churches, miraculous brooks diving under stone 
ndges built for heavier traffic than would ever vex them 
again, tithe-barns larger than their churches, and an old 
s mithy that cried out aloud how it had once been a hall of 
dm Krnghts of the Temple Gipsies I found on a common 
where the gorse, bracken, and heath fought it out together 
rip a mile of Roman road, and a little farther on I disturbed 
a red fox rolling dog-fashion m the naked sunlight 

As the wooded hills closed about me I stood up in the car to 
take the beatings of that great Down whose ringed head is a 
landmark for fifty miles across the low countries I judged that 
the he of the country would bring me across some westward- 
nmning road that went to his feet, but I did not allow for the 
confusing veils of the woods A quick turn plunged me first 
into a green cutting brim-full of liquid sunshine, next into a 
gloomy tunnel where last year’s dead leaves whispered and 
scuffled about my tyres The strong hazel stuff meeting 
overhead had not been cut for a couple of generations at least, 
nor had any axe helped the moss-cankcred oak and beech to 
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spring above them Here the road changed frankly into a 
carpeted ride on whose brown velvet spent primrose-clumps 
showed like jade, and a few sickly, white-stalked blue-bells 
nodded together As the slope favoured I shut off the power 
and slid over the whirled leaves, expecting every moment to 
meet a keeper, but I only heard a jay, far off, arguing against 
the silence under the twilight of the trees 

Still the track descended I was on the point of reversing and 
working my way back on the second speed ere I ended in some 
swamp, when I saw sunshine through the tangle ahead and 
lifted the brake 

It was down again at once As the light beat across my face 
my fore-wheels took the turf of a great still lawn from which 
sprang horsemen ten feet high with levelled lances, monstrous 
peacocks, and sleek round-headed maids of honour — blue, 
black, and glistening — all of clipped yew Across the lawn — the 
marshalled woods besieged it on three sides — stood an ancient 
house of hchened and weather-worn stone, with mullioncd 
windows and roofs of rose-red tile It was flanked by semi- 
circular walls, also rose-red, that closed the lawn on the fourth 
side, and at their feet a box hedge grew man-high There were 
doves on the roof about the slim brick chimneys, and I caught 

a glimpse of an octagonal dove-house behind the screening 
wall 


Here, then, I stayed, a horseman’s green spear laid at my 

breast, held by the exceeding beauty of that jewel in that set- 
ting 

If I am not packed off for a trespasser, or if this knight does 

it ? 1 w f^°P at me >’ thought I, ‘Shakespeare and Queen 

rza e at east must come out of that half-open garden door 
and ask me to tea ’ 


riS? appea ; ed at an upper window, and I thought the 
little thing waved a friendly hand But it was to call a com- 

rku^h fmnnTtl ntly anothcr bn s ht hcad showed Then I heard 

rhen S T WM? S Ae yc r pcac ° cks > and turning to make sure (till 
f l had been watching the house only) I saw the silver of a 
fountain behind a hedee thr nwn „ ' “ Miver 01 3 

on the roof cooed P agamst 1116 sun The doves 

on the roof cooed to the coomg W at C r, but between the two 
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notes I caught the utterly happy chuckle of a child absorbed in 
some light mischief. 

The garden door — heavy oak sunk deep in the thickness of 
die wall — opened further a woman in a big garden hat set her 
foot slowly on the time-hollowed stone step and as slowly 
walked across the turf. I was forming some apology when she 
lifted up her head and I saw that she was blind 
‘I heard you,’ she said ‘Isn’t that a motor-car 1 ’ 

Tm afraid I’\e made a mistake m my road I should have 
turned off up abo\e — I ne\er dreamed — ’ I began 
•But I’m \ery glad Fancy a motor-car coming into the 
garden* It will be such a treat — ’ She turned and made as 
though looking about her ‘You — you haven’t seen anyone, 
have you — perhaps'” 

‘No one to speak to, but the children seemed interested at a 
distance.’ 

‘Which' 1 ’ 

‘I saw a couple up at the window just now, and I think I 
heard a little chap m the grounds ’ 

‘Oh, lucky you*’ she cried, and her face brightened ‘I hear 
them, of course, but that’s all You’ve seen them and heard 
them'” 

‘Yes,’ I answered ‘And if I know anything of children, one 
of them’s having a beautiful tune by the fountain yonder 
Escaped, I should imagine ’ 

‘You’re fond of children-” 

I gave her one or two reasons why I did not altogether hate 
them 

‘Of course, of course,’ she said ‘Then y ou understand Then 
you won’t think it foolish if I ask you to take your car ^through 
the gardens, once or twice — quite slowly I’m sure they d like to 
see iL They see so little, poor things One tries to make their 
life pleasant, but — ’ she threw out her hands towards the woods 
‘We’re so out of the world here ’ 

‘That will be splendid,’ I said ‘But I can’t cut up your 
grass ’ 

She faced to the right. ‘Wait a minute,’ she said ‘We’re at 
the South gate, aren’t we? Behind those peacocks there’s a 
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flagged path We call it the Peacocks 1 Walk You can’t see it 
from here, they tell me, but if you squeeze along by the edge of 
the wood you can turn at the first peacock and get on to the 
flags ’ 

It was sacrilege to wake that dreaming house-front with the 
clatter of machinery, but I swung the car to clear the turf, 
brushed along the edge of the wood and turned in on the broad 
stone path where the fountain-basm la) like one star-sapphire 

‘May I come too?’ she cried ‘No, please don’t help me 
They’ll like it better if they see me 1 

She felt her way lightly to the front of the car, and with one 
foot on the step she called ‘Children, oh, children 1 Look and 
see what’s going to happen!’ 

The voice would have drawn lost souls from the Pit, for the 
yearning that underlay its sweetness, and I was not surprised to 
hear an answering shout behind the yews It must have been 
the child by the fountain, but he fled at our approach, leaving a 
little toy boat in the water I saw the glint of his blue blouse 
among the still horsemen 

Very disposedly we paraded the length of the walk and at her 
request backed again This time the child had got the better of 
his panic, but stood far off and doubting 

The little fellow’s watching us,’ I said ‘I wonder if he’d like 
a nde ’ 


They re very shy still Very shy But, oh, lucky you to be 
able to see them! Let’s listen ’ 

I stopped the machine at once, and the humid stillness, heavy 
with the scent of box, cloaked us deep Shears I could hear 
where some gardener was clipping, a mumble of bees and 
broken voices that might have been the doves 
‘Oh, unkind!’ she said weanedly 

‘Perhaps they’re only shy of the motor The little maid at the 
window looks tremendously interested ’ 

‘Yes 5 ’ She raised her head 'It was wrong of me to say that. 
They are really fond of me It’s the only thing that makes life 
worth living : - when they’re fond of you, isn’t it? I daren’t 
think what the place would be without them By the way, is it 
beautxfuP 3 


‘I think it is the most beautiful place I have ever seen.’ 

‘So they all tell me I can feel it, of course, but that isn’t 
quite the same thing ’ 

‘Then have you never I began, but stopped abashed 
‘Not since I can remember It happened when I was only a 
few months old, they tell me And yet I must remember some- 
thing, else how could I dream about colours I see light m my 
dreams, and colours, but I never see them I only hear them just 
as I do when I’m awake ’ 

‘It’s difficult to see faces in dreams Some people can, but 
most of us haven’t the gift,’ I went on, looking up at the 
window where the child stood all but hidden 
‘I’ve heard that too,’ she said ‘And they tell me that one 
never sees a dead person’s face in a dream Is that true ? ’ 

‘I believe it is — now I come to think of it ’ 

‘But how is it with yourself — yourself?’ The blind eyes 
turned towards me 

‘I have never seen the faces of my dead m any dream,’ I 
answered 

‘Then it must be as bad as being blmd ’ 

The sun had dipped behmd the woods and the long shades 
were possessing the insolent horsemen one by one I saw the 
kght die from the top of a glossy-leaved lance and all the brave 
hard green turned to soft black The house, accepting another 
day at end, as it had accepted an hundred thousand gone, 
seemed to settle deeper into its rest among the shadows 
‘Have you ever wanted to 5 ’ she said after the silence 
‘Very much sometimes,’ I replied The child had left the 
window as the shadows closed upon it. 

‘Ah! So’ve I, but I don’t suppose it’s allowed . . Where 
d’you Iive ? ’ 

‘Quite the other side of the county — sixty miles and more, 
and I must be gomg back I’ve come without my big lamp ’ 
‘But it’s not dark yet. I can feel it ’ 

‘I’m afraid it will be by the time I get home Could you lend 
me someone to set me on my road at first? I’ve utterly lost 
myself’ 

‘I’ll send Madden with you to the cross-roads We are so out 
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of the world, I don’t wonder you were lost* I’ll guide you round 
to the front of the house, but you will go slowly, won’t you, till 
you’re out of the grounds 5 It isn’t foolish, do you think?’ 

‘I promise you I’ll go down like this,’ I said, and let the car 
start herself down the flagged path 

We skirted the left wing of the house, whose elaborately cast 
lead guttering alone was worth a day’s journey, passed under a 
great rose-grown gate in the red wall, and so round to the high 
front of the house which m beauty and stateliness as much 
excelled the back as that all others I had seen 

‘Is it so very beautiful 5 ’ she said wistfully when she heard 
my raptures ‘And you like the lead-figures too? There’s the old 
azalea garden behind They say that this place must have been 
made for children Will you help me out, please 5 1 should like 
to come with you as far as the cross-roads, but I mustn’t leave 
them Is that you, Madden 5 1 want you to show this gentleman 
the way to the cross-roads He has lost his way but — he has 
seen them ’ 

A butler appeared noiselessly at the miracle of old oak that 
must be called the front door, and slipped aside to put on his 
hat She stood looking at me with open blue eyes in which no 
sight lay, and I saw for the first time that she was beautiful 
‘Remember,’ she said quietly, ‘if you are fond of them you 
will come again,’ and disappeared within the house 

The butler m the car said nothing till we were nearly at the 
lodge gates, where catching a glimpse of a blue blouse in a 
shrubbery I swerved amply lest the devil that leads little boys to 
play should drag me into child-murdcr 

'Excuse me,’ he asked of a sudden, ‘but why did you do that. 
Sir 5 ’ 

‘The child yonder ’ 

‘Our young gentleman m blue 5 ’ 

‘Of course ’ 

‘He runs about a good deal Did you sec him by the fountain, 
Sir 5 ’ 

‘Oh, yes, several times Do we turn here 5 ’ 

‘Yes, Sir And did you ’appen to sec them upstairs too 5 ’ 

‘At the upper window 5 Yes ’ 
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*Was that before the mistress came out to speak to you, Sir? 

‘A little before that Why d’you want to know?’ 

He paused a little ‘Only to make sure that — that they had 
seen the car, Sir, because with children running about, though 
I’m sure you’re driving particularly careful, there might be an 
accident. That was all. Sir Here are the cross-roads You can t 
miss your way from now on Thank you, Sir, but that isn’t our 
custom, not with -’ 

‘I beg your pardon,’ I said, and thrust away the British silver. 
‘Oh, it’s quite right with the rest of ’em as a rule. Goodbye, 
Sir’ 

He retired mto the armour-plated conning tower of his caste 
and walked away Evidently a butler solicitous for the honour 
of his house, and interested, probably through a maid, m the 
nursery 

Once beyond the signposts at the cross-roads I looked back, 
but the crumpled hills mterlaced so jealously that I could not 
see where the house had lam When I asked its name at a 
cottage along the road, the fat woman who sold sweetmeats 
there gave me to understand that people with motor-cars had 
small right to live — much less to ‘go about talking like carnage 
folk’ They were not a pleasant-mannered community 

When I retraced my route on the map that evening I was 
little wiser Hawkin’s Old Farm appeared to be the Survey title 
of the place, and the old County Gazetteer, generally so ample, 
did not allude to it. The big house of those parts was Hodmngton 
Hall, Georgian with early Victorian embellishments, as an 
atrocious steel engraving attested I earned my difficulty to a 
neighbour — a deep-rooted tree of that soil — and he gave me a 
name of a family which conveyed no meaning 

A month or so later — I went again, or it may have been that 
my car took the road of her own volition She over-ran the 
fruitless Downs, threaded every turn of the maze of lanes 
below the hills, drew through the high-walled woods, im- 
penetrable m then full leaf, came out at the cross-roads where 
the buder had left me, and a little farther on developed an 
internal trouble which forced me to turn her in on a grass way- 
waste that cut mto a summer-silent hazel wood So far as I 
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‘Don’t do that!’ she said of a sudden, putting her hands 
before her eyes 
‘What?’ 

She made a gesture with her hand 

‘Thatl It’s - it’s all purple and black Don’t! That colour 
hurts ’ 

‘But, how in the world do you know about colours?’ I ex- 
claimed, for here was a revelation indeed 
‘Colours as colours?’ she asked 
‘No Those Colours which you saw just now ’ 

‘You know as well as I do,’ she laughed, ‘else you wouldn’t 
have asked that question They aren’t m the world at all They’re 
m you — when you went so angry ’ 

‘D’you mean a dull purplish patch, like port wine mixed with 
ink?’ I said 

‘‘I’ve never seen ink or port wine, but the colours aren’t 
mixed They arc separate — all separate ’ 

‘Do you mean black streaks and jags across the purple?’ 
She nodded ‘Yes - if they are like this,’ and zig-zagged her 
finger again, ‘but it’s more red than purple — that bad colour ’ 
‘And what are the colours at the top of the — whatever you 
see?’ 


Slowly she leaned forward and traced on the rug the figure 
of the Egg itself 

‘I see them so,’ she said, pointing with a grass stem, ‘white, 
green, yellow, red, purple, and when people arc angry or bad, 
black across the red — as you were just now ’ ' 

‘Who told you anything about it - m the b nmng ?> I 
demanded D 

‘About the colours? No one I used to ask „ t, 
when I was little - in table-covers and curtains a *, coIours WCF 
see - because some colours hurt me and some m a car P ets> y ° 
People told me, and when I got older that ^ e , me ^ a PP y 
people ’ Agam she traced the outline of th e £ SS ^ ow ^ saW 
given to very few of us to see which it is 

‘All by yourself?’ I repeated 
‘All by myself There wasn’t anyone else i 0 
afterwards that other people did not see the CoIqJ *° Un d out 
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She leaned against the tree-bole plaiting and unplaiting 
chance-plucked grass stems The children in the wood had 
drawn nearer I could see them with the tail of my eye frolicking 
like squirrels 

‘Now I am sure you will never laugh at me,’ she went on 
after a long silence ‘Nor at them ’ 

‘Goodness 1 No 1 ’ I cried, jolted out of my tram of thought ‘A 
man who laughs at a child - unless the child is laughing too — is 
a heathen'’ 

‘I didn’t mean that, of course You’d never laugh at children, 
but I thought — I used to think — that perhaps you might laugh 
about them So now I beg your pardon What arc you gomg 
to laugh at?’ 

I had made no sound, but she knew 

‘At the notion of your begging my pardon If you had done 
your duty as a pdlar of the State and a landed proprietress you 
ought to have summoned me for trespass when I barged through 
your woods the other day It was disgraceful of me — in- 
excusable ’ 

She looked at me, her head against the tree trunk — long and 
steadfastly — this woman who could see the naked soul 
‘How curious,’ she half whispered ‘How very curious ’ 
‘Why, what have I done?’ 

‘You don’t understand and yet you understand about the 
Colours Don’t you understand-” 

She spoke with a passion that nothing had justified, and I 
faced her bewilderedly as she rose The children had gathered 
themselves m a roundel behind a bramble bush One sleek head 
bent over something smaller, and the set of the little shoulders 
told me that fingers were on bps They, too, had some child’s 
tremendous secret. I alone was hopelessly astray there m the 
broad sunlight. 

‘No,’ I said, and shook my head as though the dead eyes 
could note ‘Whatever it is, I don’t understand yet. Perhaps I 
shall later — if you’ll let me come agam ’ 

Wou will come again,’ she answered ‘You will surely come 
again and walk m the wood ’ 

‘Perhaps the children will know me well enough by that time 
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to let me play with them — as a favour You know what children 
are like.’ 

‘It isn’t a matter of favour but of right,’ she replied, and 
while I wondered what she meant, a dishevelled woman plunged 
round the bend of the road, loose-haired, purple, almost lowing 
with agony as she ran It was my rude, fat friend of the 
sweetmeat shop The blind woman heard and stepped forward 
‘What is it, Mrs Madehurst ? ’ she asked 

The woman flung her apron over her head and literally 
grovelled m the dust, crying that her grandchild was sick to 
death, that the local doctor was away fishing, that Jenny the 
mother was at her wits’ end, and so forth, with repetitions and 
bellowings 

‘Where’s the next nearest doctor?’ I asked between par- 
oxysms 

‘Madden will tell you Go round to the house and take him 
with you I’ll attend to this Be quick!’ She half supported the 
fat woman into the shade In two minutes I was blowing all the 
horns of Jericho under the front of the House Beautiful, and 
Madden, in the pantry, rose to the crisis like a butler and a 
man 

A quarter of an hour at illegal speeds caught us a doctor five 
miles away Within the half-hour we had decanted him, much 
interested m motors, at the door of the sweetmeat shop, and 
drew up the road to await the verdict 

‘Useful things cars, said Madden, all man and no butler ‘If 
I’d had one when mine took sick she wouldn’t have died ’ 

‘How was it?’ I asked 

‘Croup Mrs Madden was away No one knew what to do I 
drove eight miles m a tax cart for the doctor She was choked 
when we came back This car ’d ha’ saved her She’d have been 
close on ten now 

‘I’m sorry, 1 said ‘I thought you were rather fond of 
children from what you told me going to the cross-roads the 

other day ’ , o 

‘Have you seen em again, Sir — this mormn’?’ 

‘Yes but they’re well broke to cars I couldn’t get any of 
them within twenty yards of it.’ 
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He looked at me carefully as a scout considers a stranger — 
not as a menial should lift his eyes to his divinely appointed 
superior 

‘I wonder why,’ he said just above the breath that he drew 
We waited on A hght wind from the sea wandered up and 
down the long lines of the woods, and the wayside grasses, 
whitened already with summer dust, rose and bowed m sallow 
waves 

A woman, wiping the suds off her arms, came out of the 
cottage next the sweetmeat shop 
‘I’ve be’n listenm’ m de back-yard,’ she said cheerily ‘He 
says Arthur’s unaccountable bad Did ye hear him shruck just 
now? Unaccountable bad I reckon t’will come Jenny’s turn to 
walk in de wood nex’ week along, Mr Madden ’ 

Excuse me, Sir, but your lap-robe is slipping,’ said Madden 
deferentially The woman started, dropped a curtsey, and 
hurried away 

‘What does she mean by “walking m the wood”?’ I asked 
It must be some saying they use hereabouts I’m from 
Norfolk myself,’ said Madden ‘They’re an independent lot in 
this county She took you for a chauffeur. Sir ’ 

I saw the Doctor come out of the cottage followed by a 
draggle-tailed wench who clung to his arm as though he could 
niake treaty for her with Death ‘Dat sort,’ she wailed — ‘dey’re 
just as much to us dat has ’em as if dey was lawful bom Just as 
much — just as much! An’ God he’d be just as pleased if you 
saved ’un, Doctor Don’t take it from me Miss Florence will 
tell ye de very same Don’t leave ’rm Doctor!’ 

I know, I know,’ said the man, ‘but he’ll be quiet for a while 
now We’ll get the nurse and the medicine as fast as we can ’ 
He signalled me to come forward with the car, and I strove not 
to be pnvy to what followed, but I saw the girl’s face, blotched 
and frozen with grief, and I felt the hand without a ring clutch- 
ing at my knees when we moved away 

The Doctor was a man of some humour, for I remember he 
claimed my car under the Oath of Aesculapius, and used it and 
me without mercy First we convoyed Mrs Madehurst and the 
blind woman to wait by the sick bed till the nurse should come 
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'Next we invaded a neat county town for prescriptions (the 
Doctor said the trouble was ccrebro-spinal meningitis), and 
when the County Institute, banked and flanked with scared 
market cattle, reported itself out of nurses for the moment we 
literally flung ourselves loose upon the county We conferred 
with the owners of great houses - magnates at the ends of 
overarching avenues whose big-boned womenfolk strode away 
from their tea-tables to listen to the imperious Doctor At last a 
white-haired lady sitting under a cedar of Lebanon and sur- 
rounded by a court of magnificent Borzois — all hostile to 
motors — gave the Doctor, who received them as from a princess, 
written orders which we bore many miles at top speed, through 
a park, to a French nunnery, where we took over in exchange a 
pallid-faced and trembling Sister She knelt at the bottom of 
the tonneau telling her beads without pause till, by short cuts of 
the Doctor’s invention, we had her to the sweetmeat shop once 
more It was a long afternoon crowded with mad episodes that 
rose and dissolved like the dust of our wheels, cross-sections of 
remote and incomprehensible lives through which we raced at 
right angles, and I went home in the dusk, weaned out, to 
dream of the clashing horns of cattle, round-eyed nuns walking 
m a garden of graves, pleasant tea-parties beneath shaded trees, 
the carbolic-scented, grey-painted comdors of the County 
Institute, the steps of shy children in the wood, and the hands 
that clung to my knees as the motor began to move 

I had intended to return in a day or two, but it pleased Fate to 
hold me from that side of the county, on many pretexts, till the 
elder and the wild rose had fruited There came at last a brilliant 
day, swept clear from the south-west, that brought the hills 
within hand’s reach — a day of unstable airs and high filmy 
clouds Through no merit of my own I was free, and set the car 
for the third ome on that known road As I reached the crest of 
the Downs I felt the soft air change, saw it glaze under the sun, 
and, looking down at the sea, m that instant beheld the blue of 
the Channel turn through polished silver and dulled steel to 
dmgy pewter A laden collier hugging the coast steered outward 
for deeper water, and, across copper-coloured haze, I saw sails 
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rise one by one on tie anchored fishing-SeeL In a deep dene 
behind me an eddy of sodden wind drummed through sheltered 
oaks, and spun aloft the first dry sample of autumn leaves 
When I readied the beach road the sea-fog fumed over the 
brickfields, and the tide vras tellmg all the groins of the gale 
beyond UshanL In less than an hour summer England vanished 
in chill grey. We were again the shut island of the North, all the 
ships of the world bellowing at our perilous gates; and between 
their outcnes ran the piping of bewildered gulls My cap 
dripped moisture, the folds of the rug held it in pools or sluiced 
it away in runnels, and the salt-rime stuck to my bps 
Inland the smell of autumn loaded the thickened fog among 
the trees, and the drip became a continuous shower Yet the late 
flowers — mallow of the wayside, scabious of the field, and 
dahlia of the garden — showed gay in the mist, and beyond the 
sea’s breath there was little sign of decay in the leaf. Yet in the 
villages the house doors were all open, and bare-legged, bare- 
headed children sat at ease on the dam p doorsteps to shout 
‘pip-pip’ at the stranger. 

I made bold to call at the sweetmeat shop, where Mrs 
Madehurst met me with a fat woman’s hospitable tears Jenny’s 
child, she said, had died two days after the nun had come It 
was, she felt, best out of the way, e\ en though insurance offices, 
for reasons which she did not pretend to follow, would not 
willingly insure such stray lues ‘Not but what Jenny didn’t 
tend to Arthur as though he’d come all proper at de end of de 
first year - like Jenny herself’ Thanks to Miss Florence, the 
child had been buried with a pomp which, in Mrs Madehurst’s 
opinion, more than covered the small irregularity of its birth 
She described the coffin, within and without, the glass hearse, 
and the ev er green lining of the grave 

‘But how’s the mother?’ I asked 

‘Jenny ? Oh, she’ll get over it. I’ve felt dat way with one or 
two o’ my own She’ll get over She’s walkin’ m de wood now ’ 

‘In this weather?’ 

Mrs Madehurst looked at me with narrowed eyes across the 
counter 

‘I dunno but it opens de ’cart like Yes, it opens de ’ 
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Dat’s where losin’ and bearin’ comes so alike m de long run, we 
do say ’ 

Now the wisdom of the old wives is greater than that of all 
the Fathers, and this last oracle sent me thinking so extendedly 
as I went up the road, that I nearly ran over a woman and a 
child at the wooded comer by the lodge gates of the House 
Beautiful 

‘Awful weather!’ I cried, as I slowed dead for the turn 

‘Not so bad,’ she answered placidly out of the fog ‘Mine’s 
used to ’un You’ll find yours indoors, I reckon ’ 

Indoors, Madden received me with professional courtesy, 
and kind inquiries for the health of the motor, which he would 
put under cover 

I waited m a still, nut-brown hall, pleasant with late flowers 
and warmed with a delicious wood fire — a place of good 
influence and great peace (Men and women may sometimes, 
after great effort, achieve a creditable he, but the house, which 
is their temple, cannot say anything save the truth of those who 
have lived in it ) A child’s cart and a doll lay on the black-and- 
white floor, where a rug had been kicked back I felt that the 
children had only just hurried away — to hide themselves, most 
like — in the many turns of the great adzed staircase that climbed 
stateldy out of the hall, or to crouch at gaze behind the lions 
and roses of the carvcn gallery above Then I heard her voice 
above me, singing as the blind sing — from the soul 

‘In the pleasant orchard-closes ’ 

And all my early summer came back at the call 

‘In the pleasant orchard-closes, 

God bless all our gains say we — 

But may God bless all our losses, 

Better suits with our degree ’ 

She dropped the marring fifth line, and repeated— 

‘Better suits with our degree!’ 

I saw her lean over the gallery, her linked hands white as 
pearl against the oak. 


258 


'They' 

‘Is that you — from the other side of the county ?> she called. 
‘Yes, me - from the other side of the county,’ I answered, 
aughing 

‘What a long tame before you had to come here agam ’ She 
ran down the stairs, one hand lightly touching the broad rail 
It’s two months and four days Summer’s gone!’ 

‘I meant to come before, but Fate prevented.’ 

‘I knew it Please do something to that fire They won’t let 
me play with it, but I can feel it’s behaving badly Hit it!’ 

I looked on either side of the deep fireplace, and found but a 
half-charred hedge-stake with which I punched a black log into 
flame 

It never goes out, day or night,’ she said, as though ex- 
plaining ‘In case anyone comes m with cold toes, you see ’ 

It s even lovelier inside than it was out,’ I murmured The 
red hght poured itself along the age-polished dusky panels 
till the Tudor roses and lions of the gallery took colour and 
motion An old eagle-topped convex mirror gathered the pic- 
ture mto its mysterious heart, distorting afresh the distorted 
shadows, and curving the gallery lines mto the curves of a 
ship The day was shutting down m half a gale as the fog 
turned to stringy scud Through the uncurtained mulhons of 
the broad window I could see valiant horsemen of the lawn 
rear and recover against the wind that taunted them with 
legions of dead leaves 

Yes, it must be beautiful,’ she said ‘Would you like to go 
over it? There’s still light enough upstairs ’ 

I followed her up the unflinching, wagon-wide staircase to 
the gallery whence opened the thin fluted Elizabethan doors 
Teel how they put the latch low down for the sake of the 
children.’ She swung a hght door mward 

Ty the way, where are they?’ I asked ‘I haven’t even heard 
them today ’ 

She did not answer at once Then, ‘I can only hear them,’ 
she replied sofdy. ‘This is one of their rooms — everything 
ready, you see ’ ' 

She pointed mto a heavily-timbered room There were little 
low gate tables and children’s chairs A doU’s house, its hooked 
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front half open, faced a great dappled rocking-horse, from 
whose padded saddle it was but a child’s scramble to the broad 
window-scat overlooking the lawn A toy gun lay in a comer 
beside a gilt wooden cannon 

‘Surely they’ve only just gone,’ I whispered In the failing 
light a door creaked cautiously I heard the rustle of a frock and 
the patter of feet - quick feet through a room beyond 

‘I heard that,’ she cried triumphantly ‘Did you ? Children, 
oh, children 1 Where arc you ? ’ 

The voice filled the walls that held it lovingly to the last 
perfect note, but there came no answering shout such as I had 
heard in the garden We hurried on from room to oak-floored 
room, up a step here, down three steps there, among a maze of 
passages, always mocked by our quarry One might as well have 
tried to work an unstopped warren with a single ferret. There 
were bolt-holes innumerable - recesses in walls, embrasures of 
deep slitten windows now darkened, whence they could start up 
behind us, and abandoned fireplaces, six feet deep m the 
masonry, as well as the tangle of communicating doors Above 
all, they had the twilight for their helper in our game I had 
caught one or two joyous chuckles of evasion, and once or twice 
had seen the silhouette of a child’s frock against some darkening 
window at the end of a passage, but we returned empty-handed 
to the gallery, just as a middle-aged woman was setting a lamp 
in its niche 

‘No, I haven’t seen her either this evening, Miss Florence,’ I 
heard her say, ‘but that Turpin he says he wants to see you 
about his shed ’ 

‘Oh, Mr Turpm must want to see me very badly. Tell him to 
come to the hall, Mrs Madden ’ 

I looked down into the hall whose only light was the dulled 
fire, and deep m the shadow I saw them at last They must 
have slipped down while we were m the passages, and now 
thought themselves perfectly hidden behind an old gilt leather 
screen By child’s law, my fruitless chase was as good as an 
introduction, but since I had taken so much trouble I resolved 
to force them to come forward later by the simple tnck, which 
children detest, of pretending not to nonce them They lay 
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close, in a little huddle, no more than shadows except when a 
quick flame betrayed an outline 
‘And now we’ll have some tea,’ she said ‘I beheve I ought to 
have offered it you at first, but one doesn’t amve at manners 
somehow when one hves alone and is considered — h’m — 
peculiar ’ Then with very pretty scorn, ‘Would you like a lamp 
to see to eat by ? ’ 

‘The firelight’s much pleasanter, I think.’ We descended 
into that delicious gloom and Madden brought tea 
I took my chair in the direction of the screen ready to surprise 
or be surprised as the game should go, and at her permission, 
since a hearth is always sacred, bent forward to play with the 
fire 

‘Where do you get these beautiful short faggots from?’ I 
asked idly ‘Why, they are tallies'’ 

Of course,’ she said ‘As I can’t read or write I’m driven 
back on the early English tally for my accounts Give me one 
and I’ll tell you what it meant.’ 

I passed her an unbumed hazel-tally, about a foot long, and 
she ran her thumb down the nicks 

This is the milk-record for the home farm for the month of 
April last year, m gallons,’ said she ‘I don’t know what I 
should have done without tallies An old forester of mme taught 
me the system It’s out of date now for everyone else, but my 
tenants respect it. One of them’s coming now to see me Oh, it 
doesn t matter He has no business here out of office hours 
He s a greedy, ignorant man — very greedy or — he wouldn’t 
come here after dark ’ 

‘Have you much land then?’ 

Only a couple of hundred acres m hand, thank goodness 
e other six hundred are nearly all let to folk who knew mj 
o k before me, but this Turpin is quite a new man — and a 
highway robber ’ 

‘But are you sure I shan’t be 

^Certainly not. You have the right. He hasn’t any children ’ 
Ah, the children!’ I said, and slid my low chair back till it 
nearly touched the screen that hid them. ‘I wonder whether 
the} ’ll come out for me ’ 
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There was a murmur of voices - Madden’s and a deeper note 

- at the low, dark side door, and a ginger-headed, canvas- 
gaitcred giant of the unmistakable tenant-farmer type stumbled 
or was pushed in 

‘Come to the fire, Mr Turpin,’ she said 
‘If - if jou please, Miss, I’ll - I’ll be quite as well by the 
door ’ He clung to the latch as he spoke like a frightened child 
Of a sudden I realized that he was in the grip of some almost 
overpowering fear 
‘Well 5 ’ 

‘About that new shed for the >oung stock — that was all 
These first autumn storms settm’ in but I’ll come again, 
Miss ’ His teeth did not chatter much more than the door latch 
‘I think not,’ she answered levclly. ‘The new shed — mm 
What did my agent write you on the 15th 5 ’ 

‘I - fancied p’raps that if I came to see you - ma - man to 
man like, Miss But—' ’ 

His eyes rolled into every comer of the room wide with 
horror He half opened the door through which he had entered, 
but I noticed it shut again - from without and firmly 

‘He wrote what I told him,’ she went on ‘You are overstocked 
already Dunnett’s Farm never carried more than fifty bullocks 

- e\ cn in Mr Wright’s time And he used cake You’ve sixty- 
seven and you don’t cake You’ve broken the lease in that 
respect. You’re dragging the heart out of the farm ’ 

‘I’m — I’m getting some minerals — superphosphates — next 
week I’ve as good as ordered a truck-load already I’ll go down 
to the station tomorrow about ’em Then I can come and see 
you man to man like, Miss, m the daylight That gentleman’s 
not going away, is he?’ He almost shrieked 

I had only slid the chair a little farther back, reaching behind 
me to tap on the leather of the screen, but he jumped like a rat 
‘No Please attend to me, Mr Turpin ’ She turned in her 
chair and faced him with his back to the door It was an old and 
sordid Iitde piece of scheming that she forced from him — his 
plea for the new cow-shed at his landlady’s expense, that he 
might with the covered manure pay his next year’s rent out of 
the valuation after, as she made clear, he had bled the enriched 
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pastures to the bone I could not but admire the intensity of his 
greed, when I saw him out-faring for its sake whatever terror it 
was that ran wet on his forehead 
I ceased to tap the leather — was, indeed, calculating the cost 
of the shed - when I felt my relaxed hand taken and turned 
softly between the soft hands of a child So at last I triumphed 
In a moment I would turn and acquaint myself with those 
quick-footed wanderers 

The little brushing lass fell m the centre of my palm — as a 
gift on which the fingers were, once, expected to close as the 
all-faithful half-reproachful signal of a waiting child not used 
to ileglect even when grown-ups were busiest - a fragment of 
die mute code devised very long ago 
Then I knew And it was as though I had known from the 
hrst day when I looked across the lawn at the high window 
I heard the door shut The woman turned to me in silence, 
^d I felt that she knew 

f i^^ at tune P asse d after this I cannot say I was roused by the 
°f a log, and mechanically rose to put it back Then I 
returned to my place m the chair very close to the screen 

‘Now you understand,’ she whispered, across the packed 
shadows 


pfes, I understand — now Thank you ’ 

I - 1 only hear them ’ She bowed her head m her hands ‘I 
have no right, you know — no other right. I have neither borne 
nor lost — neither borne nor lost!’ 


me 


very glad then,’ said I, for my soul was tom open within 


‘Forgive me!’ 

She was still, and I went back to my sorrow and my joy 
It Was because I loved them so,’ she said at last, brokenly 
That was why it was, even from the first — even before I knew 

that they — they were all I should ever have And I loved them 
sol’ 


She stretched out her arms to the shadows and the shadows 
within the shadow 

They came because I loved them — because I needed them I 
I must have made them come Was that wrong, think you^’ 
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‘No - no ’ 

‘I - I grant you that the toys and - and all that sort of thing 
were nonsense, but - but I used to so hate empty rooms myself 
when I was little * She pointed to the gallery ‘And the passages 
all empty . And how could I ever bear the garden door shut? 
Suppose 

‘Don’t! For pity’s sake, don’t 1 ’ I cried The twilight had 
brought a cold rain with gusty' squalls that plucked at the leaded 
windows 


‘And the same thing with keeping the fire m all night 1 don’t 
think it so foolish — do you'*’ 

I looked at the broad brick hearth, saw, through tears I 
believe, that there was no unpassablc iron on or near it, and 
bowed my head 

‘I did all that, and lots of other things — just to make believe 
Then they came I heard them, but I didn’t know that they 
were not mine by right till Mrs Madden told me J 
‘The butler’s wife? What ? ’ 

‘One of them — I heard — she saw And knew Hers* Not for 
me I didn’t know at first Perhaps I was jealous Afterwards, I 
began to understand that it was only because I loved them, not 
because— Oh, you must bear or lose,’ she said piteously. 
There is no other way — and yet they love me They must! 
Don’t thcy ? ’ 

There was no sound m the room except the lapping voices of 
the fire, but we two listened intently, and she at least took 
comfort from what she heard She recovered herself and half 
rose I sat still in my chair by the screen 

Don t think me a wretch to whine about myself like this, but 
ut I m all in the dark, you know, and you can see ’ 
n truth I could see, and my vision confirmed me m my 
resolve^ though that was like the very parting of spirit and 
C <v C ^ a * on £ cr I would stay since it was the last time, 
said nothing^ ^ ^ Wr ° ng ’ tJien - ? ’ she cried sharply, though I had 


an A ^° USand ° mcs no For y°“ « * right • 1 

For me only ° ’’ >U e ^ ond wor ^ s For me it would be wrong 
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‘Why?’ she said, but passed her hand before her face as she 
had done at our second meeting in the wood ‘Oh, I see,’ she 
went on simply as a child ‘For you it would be wrong ’ Then 
with a little indrawn laugh, ‘and, d’you remember, I called you 
lucky - once — at first You who must never come here again!’ 

She left me to sit a little longer by the screen, and I heard the 
sound of her feet die out along the gallery above 
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/ 


From Ly den’s ‘Irenius’ 

(Act III, Sc II) 

gow Had it been your Prince instead of a groom caught in this noose 
there’s not an astrologer of the city — 
prince Sacked! Sacked! We were a city yesterday 
gow So be it, but I was not governor Not an astrologer, but would 
ha’ sworn he’d foreseen it at the last versary of Venus, when Vulcan 
caught her with Mars in the house of stinking Capricorn But since 
’tis Jack of the Straw that hangs, the forgetful stars had it not on 
their tablets 

prince Another life! Were there any left to die? How did the poor 
fool come by it? 

Gow Simpliciter thus She that damned him to death knew not that 
she did it, or would have died ere she had done it For she loved 
him He that hangs him does so in obedience to the Duke, and asks 
no more than ‘Where is the rope?’ The Duke, very exactly he hath 
told us, works God’s will, in which holy employ he’s not to be 
questioned We have then left upon this finger, only Jack whose 
soul now plucks the left sleeve of Destiny in Hell to overtake why 
she clapped him up like a fly on a sunny wall Whuff! Sohl 
prince Your cloak, Ferdinand I’ll sleep now 
Ferdinand Sleep, then He too, loved his life? 
gow He was bom of woman but at the end threw life from him, 
like your Pnncc, for a little sleep ‘Have I any look of a King?’ 
said he, clanking his chain — ‘to be so baited on all sides by Fortune, 
that I must e’en die now to live with myself one day longer ’ I left 
him railing at Fortune and woman’s love 
Ferdinand Ah, woman’s love! 
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{Aside) Who knows not Fortune, glutted on easy thrones, 
Stealing from feasts as rare to coneycatch, 

Privily m the hedgerows for a clown 
With that same cruel-lustful hand and eye, 

Those nails and wedges, that one hammer and lead, 
And the very gerb of long-stored lightnings loosed 
Yesterday ’gainst some Kong 
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The day that I chose to visit H M S Peridot in Simon’s Bay 
was the day that the Admiral had chosen to send her up the 
coast She was just steaming out to sea as my tram came in, and 
since the rest of the Fleet were cither coaling or bus) at the 
nflc-ranges a thousand feet up the hill, I found myself 
stranded, lunchlcss, on the sea-front with no hope of return to 
Cape Town before 5 p m At this crisis I had the luck to come 
across my friend Inspector Hooper, Cape Government Rail- 
ways, in command of an engine and a brake-van chalked for 
repair 

‘If you get something to eat,’ he said, ‘I’ll run you down to 
Glcnganff siding till the goods comes along It’s cooler there 
than here, you see ’ 

I got food and drink from the Greeks who sell all things at a 
price, and the engine trotted us a couple of miles up the line to a 
bay of drifted sand and a plank-platform half buried m sand 
not a hundred yards from the edge of the surf Moulded dunes, 
whiter than any snow, rolled far inland up a browm and purple 
valley of splintered rocks and dry scrub A crowd of Malays 
hauled at a net beside two blue and green boats on the beach, a 
picnic party danced and shouted barefoot w’herc a tiny river 
trickled across the flat, and a circle of dry hills, whose feet were 
set in sands of silver, locked us m against a seven-coloured sea 
At either horn of the bay the railway line cut just above high- 
water mark, ran round a shoulder of piled rocks and dis- 
appeared 

‘You see there’s always a breeze here,’ said Hooper, opening 
the door as the engine left us in the siding on the sand, and the 
strong south-easter buffeting under Elsie’s Peak dusted sand 
into our tickcy beer Presently he sat down to a file full of 
spiked documents He had returned from a long trip up-country, 
where he had been reporting on damaged rolling-stock, as far 
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away as Rhodesia The weight of the bland wind on my eyelids, 
the song of it under the car roof, and high up among the rocks, 
the drift of fine grains chasing each other musically ashore, the 
tramp of the surf, the voices of the picnickers, the rustle of 
Hooper’s file, and the presence of the assured sun, joined with 
the beer to cast me into magical slumber The hills of False Bay 
were just dissolving mto those of fairyland when I heard foot- 
steps on the sand outside, and the clink of our couplings 
‘Stop that!’ snapped Hooper, without raising his head from 
his work ‘It’s those dirty little Malay boys, you see they’re 
always playing with the trucks ’ 

‘Don’t be hard on ’em The railway’s a general refuge in 
Africa,’ I replied 

"Tis - up-country at any rate That remmds me,’ he felt in 
his waistcoat-pocket, ‘I’ve got a curiosity for you from Wanlaes 
- beyond Bulawayo It’s more of a souvemr perhaps than — ’ 
‘The old hotel’s inhabited,’ cried a voice ‘White men, from 
the language Marines to the front! Come on, Pntch Here’s 
your Belmont Wha - 1 - 1!’ 

The last word dragged like a rope as Mr Pyecroft ran round 
to the open door, and stood looking up into my face Behind 
him an enormous Sergeant of Marines trailed a stalk of dried 
seaweed, and dusted the sand nervously from his fingers 
What are you doing here?’ I asked ‘I thought the Hierophant 
was down the coast?’ 

We came in last Tuesday — from Tristan d’Acunha — for 
overhaul, and we shall be in dockyard ’ands for two months, 
with boiler-seatings ’ 

Come and sit down ’ Hooper put away the file 
This is Mr Hooper of the Railway,’ I exclaimed, as Pyecroft 
turned to haul up the black-moustached sergeant 

This is Sergeant Pritchard of the Agaric, an old shipmate,’ 
ssi he We were strollin’ on the beach ’ The monster blushed 

3 n nodded He filled up one side of the van when he sat 
down 

And this is my friend, Mr Pyecroft,’ I added to Hooper, 
ready busy with the extra beer which my prophetic soul had 
ought from the Greeks 
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'Moi ausst,’ quoth Pyccroft, and drew out beneath his coat a 
labelled quart bottle 

‘Why, it’s Bass!’ cried Hooper 

‘It was Pritchard,’ said Pyccroft ‘They can’t resist him ’ 

‘That’s not so,’ said Pritchard mildly. 

‘Not verbatim per’aps, but the look in the eye came to the 
same thing ’ 

‘Where was it?’ I demanded 

‘Just on beyond here - at Kalk Bay She was slappm’ a rug m a 
back verandah Pritch ’adn’t more than brought his batteries to 
bear, before she stepped indoors an’ sent it flym’ over the wall ’ 

Pyccroft patted the warm bottle 

‘It was all a mistake,’ said Pritchard ‘I shouldn’t wonder if 
she mistook me for Maclean We’re about of a size ’ 

I had heard householders of Muizenburg, St James’s, and 
Kalk Bay complain of the difficulty of keeping beer or good 
servants at the seaside, and I began to see the reason None the 
less, it was excellent Bass, and I too drank to the health of that 
large-minded maid 

‘It’s the uniform that fetches ’em, an’ they fetch it,’ said 
Pyccroft ‘My simple navy blue is respectable, but not fas- 
cinatin’ Now Pritch in ’is Number One rig is always “purr 
Mary, on the terrace” — ex officio as you might say ’ 

‘She took me for Maclean, I tell you,’ Pritchard insisted 
‘Why - why — to listen to him you wouldn’t think that only 
yesterday — ’ 

‘Pritch,’ said Pyccroft, ‘be warned in time If we begin tclhn’ 
what we know about each other we’ll be turned out of the pub 
Not to mention aggravated desertion on several occasions -’ 

‘Never anything more than absence without leaf — I defy you 
to prove it,’ said the Sergeant hotly ‘An’ if it comes to that, 
how about Vancouver m ’87?’ 

‘How about it? Who pulled bow m the gig going ashore? 
Who told Boy Niven ?’ 

‘Surely you were court-martialled for that?’ I said The story 
of Boy Niven who lured seven or eight able-bodied seamen and 
marines into the woods of British Columbia used to be a legend 
of the Fleet 
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Wes, we were court-martialled to rights,’ said Pritchard, 
‘but we should have been tried for murder if Boy Niven 
’adn’t been unusually tough He told us he had an uncle ’oo’d 
give us land to farm ’E said he was bom at the back o’ Van- 
couver Island, and all the time the beggar was a balmy Bar- 
nado Orphan!’ 

'But we beheved him,’ said Pyecroft ‘I did — you did — 
Paterson did - an’ ’oo was the Marine who married the 
cocoanut-woman afterwards - him with the mouth?’ 

‘Oh, Jones, Spit-Kid Jones I ’aven’t thought of ’im m years,’ 
said Pritchard ‘Yes, Spit-Kid believed it, an’ George Anstcy 
and Moon We were very young an’ very curious ’ 

‘ But lovin’ an’ trustful to a degree,’ said Pyecroft 
‘’Remember when ’e told us to walk m single file for fear o’ 
bears ? ’Remember, Pye, when ’e ’opped about in that bog full 
o’ ferns an’ sniffed an’ said ’e could smell the smoke of ’is 
uncle’s farm' 1 An’ all the time it was a dirty little outlyin’ 
uninhabited island We walked round it m a day, an’ come back 
to our boat lyin’ on the beach A whole day Boy Niven kept us 
walkin’ in circles lookin’ for ’is uncle’s farm* He said his uncle 
was compelled by the law of the land to give us a farm!’ 

Don’t get hot, Pntch We beheved,’ said Pyecroft 

“He’d been readin’ books He only did it to get a run ashore 
an have himself talked of A day an’ a night — eight of us — 
followin’ Boy Niven round an uninhabited island in the Van- 
couver archipelago! Then the picket came for us an’ a nice pack 
o idiots we looked!’ 


What did you get for it?’ Hooper asked 
Heavy thunder with continuous lightning for two hours 
thereafter sleet-squalls, a confused sea, and cold, unfriendly 
weather till conclusion o’ cruise,’ said Pyecroft ‘It was only 
w at we expected, but what we felt — an’ I assure you, Mr 
ooper, even a sailor-man has a heart to break - was bein’ told 
at we able seamen an’ promisin’ marines ’ad misled Boy 
iven Yes, we poor back-to-the-landers was supposed to ’ave 
nused him! He rounded on us, o’ course, an’ got off easy ’ 
xcep’ for what we gave him in the steenn’-flat when we 
came out o’ cells ’Eard anything of ’im lately, Pye?’ 
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‘Signal Boatswain in the Channel Fleet, I believe — Mr L L 
Niven is ’ 

‘An’ Anstey died o’ fever in Benin,’ Pritchard mused ‘What 
come to Moon 5 Spit-Kid we know about ’ 

‘Moon - Moon 1 Now where did I last 5 Oh yes, when I 
was in the Palladium I met Quigley at Buncrana Station He 
told me Moon ’ad run when the Asirild sloop was cruising 
among the South Seas three years back He always showed 
signs o’ bein’ a Mormonastic beggar Yes, he slipped off quietly 
an’ they ’adn’t time to chase ’im round the islands even if the 
navigatin’ officer ’ad been equal to the job * 

‘Wasn’t he?’ said Hooper 

‘Not so Accordin’ to Quigley the Astnld spent half her 
commission rompin’ up the beach like a she-turtle, an’ the 
other half hatching turtles’ eggs on the top o’ numerous reefs 
When she was docked at Sydney her copper looked like Aunt 
Maria’s washing on the line - an’ her ’midship frames was 
sprung The commander swore the dockyard ’ad done it haulin’ 
the pore thing on to the slips They do do strange things at sea, 
Mr Hooper ’ 

‘Ah! I’m not a taxpayer,’ said Hooper, and opened a fresh 
bottle The Sergeant seemed to be one who had a difficulty m 
dropping subjects 

‘How it all comes back, don’t it?’ he said ‘Why, Moon must 
’avc ’ad sixteen years’ service before he ran ’ 

‘It takes ’em at all ages Look at — you know,’ said Pyecroft 

‘Who 5 ’ I asked 

‘A service man within eighteen months of his pension is the 
party you’re thinkm’ of,’ said Pritchard ‘A warrant ’oo’s name 
begins with a V , isn’t it?’ 

‘But, in a way o’ puttin’ it, we can’t say that he actually did 
desert,’ Pyecroft suggested 

‘Oh no,’ said Pritchard ‘It was only permanent absence up- 
country without leaf That was all ’ 

‘Up-country 5 ’ said Hooper ‘Did they circulate his descrip- 
tion 5 ’ 

‘What for 5 ’ said Pritchard, most impolitely 

Because deserters are like columns in the war. They don’t 
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move away from the line, >ou sec. I’ve known a chap caught at 
Salisbury that way tryin’ to get to Nyassa They tell me, but o’ 
course I don’t know, that they don’t ask questions on the Nyassa 
Lake Flotilla up there I’ve heard of a P and O quartermaster 
in full command of an armed launch there ’ 

‘Do } ou think Click ’ud ha’ gone up that way ? ’ Pritchard asked 
‘There’s no saying He was sent up to Bloemfontein to take 
over some Navy ammunition left in the fort We know he took 
it over and saw it into the trucks Then there was no more Qick 
- then or thereafter Four months ago it transpired, and thus 
the casus belli stands at present,’ said Pyecroft 
‘What were his marks’” said Hooper again 
‘Does the Railway get a reward for returnin’ ’em, then'*’ said 
Pritchard 

‘If I did d’you suppose I’d talk about it?’ Hooper retorted 
angrily 

‘You seemed so very interested,’ said Pritchard with equal 
crispness 

‘Why was he called Click?’ I asked, to tide over an uneasy 
kttle break m the conversation The two men were staring at 
each other very fixedly 

‘Because of an ammunition hoist carryin’ away,’ said Pye- 
croft. ‘And it earned away four of ’is teeth — on the lower port 
side, wasn’t it, Pntch ? The substitutes which he bought weren’t 
screwed home, in a manner o’ sayin’. When he talked fast they 
used to lift a little on the bed-plate ’Encc, “Click” They called 
un a supenor man, which is what we’d call a long, black-’aired, 
genteelly speakin’, ’alf-bred beggar on the lower deck ’ 

‘Four false teeth m the lower left ]aw,’ said Hooper, his hand 
in his waistcoat-pocket ‘What tattoo marks?’ 

‘Look here,’ began Pntchard, half rising ‘I’m sure we’re 
very grateful to you as a gentleman for your ’orspitahty, but 
per’aps we may ’ave made an error m — ’ 

I looked at Pyecroft for aid — Hooper was cnmsomng 
rapidly 

‘If the fat marine now occupying the foc’sle will kindly 
bring ’is status quo to an anchor yet once more, we may be able 
to talk like gentlemen — not to say friends,’ said Pyecroft. ‘He 
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regards you, Mr Hooper, as a emissary of the Law ’ 

‘I only wish to observe that when a gentleman exhibits such a 
peculiar, or I should rather say, such a bloomin' curiosity m 
identification marks as our friend here — 

‘Mr Pritchard,’ I interposed, ‘I’ll take all the responsibility 
for Mr Hooper ’ 

‘An’ you' 11 apologize all round,’ said Pyecroft ‘You’re a rude 
little man, Pntch ’ 

‘But how was I — ’ he began, wavering 
‘I don’t know an’ I don’t care Apologize*’ 

The giant looked round bewildered and took our little hands 
into his vast grip, one by one 

‘I was wrong,’ he said meekly as a sheep ‘My suspicions was 
unfounded Mr Hooper, I apologize ’ 

‘You did quite right to look out for your own end o’ the line,’ 
said Hooper ‘I’d ha’ done the same with a gentleman I didn’t 
know, you see If you don’t mind I’d like to hear a little more o’ 
your Mr Vickery It’s safe with me, you see ’ 

‘Why did Vickery run?’ I began, but Pyecroft’s smile made 
me turn my question to ‘Who was she?’ 

‘She kep’ a little hotel at Hauraki — near Auckland,’ said 
Pyecroft 

‘By Gawd!’, roared Pritchard, slapping his hand on his leg 
‘Not Mrs Bathurst!’ 

Pyecroft nodded slowly, and the Sergeant called all the 
powers of darkness to witness his bewilderment 

‘So far as I could get at it, Mrs B was the lady in question ’ 
‘But Click was married,’ cried Pritchard 
‘An’ ’ad a fifteen-year-old daugher ’E’s shown me her photo- 
graph Settm’ that aside, so to say, ’ave you ever found these 
little things make much difference? Because I haven’t.’ 

‘Good Lord Alive an’ Watchin’! Mrs Bathurst ’ Then 
with another roar ‘You can say what you please, Pye, but you 
don’t make me believe it was any of ’er fault She wasn’t 
that l’ 

‘If I was going to say what I please, I’d begin by callin’ you a 
silly ox an’ work up to the higher pressures at leisure I’m 
trying to say solely what transpired M’rover, for once you’re 
nght It wasn’t her fault ’ 
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Toil couldn’t ’aven’t made me believe it if it ’ad been,’ was 
the answer 

Such faith in a Sergeant of Marines interested me greatly 
‘Never mind about that,’ I cried ‘Tell me what she was like ’ 
‘She was a widow',’ said Pyecroft ‘Left so very young and 
never re-spliced She hep’ a little hotel for warrants and non- 
coms close to Auckland, an’ she always wore black silk, and ’er 
neck -’ 

‘You ask what she was like,’ Pritchard broke in ‘Let me give 
you an instance I was at Auckland first m ’97, at the end o’ the 
Marroqutn's commission, an’ as I’d been promoted I went up 
with the others She used to look after us all, an’ she never lost 
by it - not a penny 1 “Pay me now,” she’d say, “or settle later I 
know you won’t let me suffer Send the money from home if 
you like ” Why, gentlemen all, I tell you I’ve seen that lady take 
her own gold watch an’ chain off her neck m the bar an’ pass it 
to a bosun ’oo’d come ashore without ’is ticker an’ ’ad to catch 
the last boat “I don’t know your name,” she said, “but when 
you’ve done with it, you’ll find plenty that know me on the 
front. Send it back by one o’ them ” And it was worth thirty 
pounds if it was worth ’arf-a-crown The little gold watch, Pye, 
with the blue monogram at the back But, as I was sayin’, m 
those days she kep’ a beer that agreed with me — Slits it was 
called One way an’ another I must ’ave punished a good few 
bottles of it while w r c was m the bay — comm’ ashore every 
night or so Chaffin’ across the bar like, once when we were 
alone, “Mrs B ,” I said, “when next I call I want you to re- 
member that this is my particular - just as you’re my particular ” 
( he d let you go that far!) “Just as you’re my particular,” I 
Oh, thank you, Sergeant Pritchard,” she says, an’ put ’er 

and up to the curl be’ind ’er ear Remember that way she had, 
“ye? 

I think so,’ said the sailor 

j ^ cs > ‘Thank you. Sergeant Pritchard,” she says “The least 
can do is to mark it for you m case you change your mmd 

ere s no great demand for it m the Fleet,” she says, “but to 
make sure I’ll put it at the back o’ the shelf,” an’ she snipped 
0 a piece of her hair nbbon with that old dolphin cigar-cutter 
°n the bar — remember it, Pye ? an’ she tied a bow round what 
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was left — just four bottles That was ’97 — no, ’96 In ’98 I was 
m the Resihant — China station - full commission In Nineteen 
One, mark you, I was m the Carthusian , back m Auckland Bay 
again Of course I went up to Mrs B ’s with the rest of us to see 
how things were gom’ They were the same as ever (Remember 
the big tree on the pavement by the side-bar, Pye?) I never said 
anythin’ in special (there was too many of us talkin’ to her), but 
she saw me at once ’ 

‘That wasn’t difficult?’ I ventured 

‘Ah, but wait I was cornin’ up to the bar, when, “Ada,” she 
says to her niece, “get me Sergeant Pritchard’s particular,” and, 
gentlemen all, I tell you before I could shake ’ands with the 
lady there were those four bottles o’ Slits, with ’er ’air ribbon m 
a bow round each o’ their necks, set down in front o’ me, an’ as 
she drew the cork she looked at me under her eyebrows in that 
blmdish way she had o’ lookin’, an’, “Sergeant Pritchard,” she 
says, “I do ’ope you ’aven’t changed your mind about your 
particulars ” That’s the kind o’ woman she was — after five 
years!’ 

‘I don’t see her yet somehow,’ said Hooper, but with sym- 
pathy 

‘She — she never scrupled to feed a lame duck or set ’cr 
foot on a scorpion at any time of ’cr life,’ Pritchard added 
valiantly 

‘That don’t help me either My mother’s like that for one ’ 

The giant heaved inside his uniform and rolled his eyes at 
the car-roof Said Pyecroft suddenly 

‘How many women have you been intimate with all over the 
world, Pritch?’ 

Pritchard blushed plum colour to the short hairs of his seven- 
teen-inch neck 

‘ ’kindreds,’ said Pyecroft ‘So’ve I How many of ’em can you 
remember m your own mind, settin’ aside the first — an’ 
per’aps the last — and one more ?’ 

‘Few, wonderful few, now I tax myself,’ said Sergeant 
Pntchard relicvcdly 

‘An’ how many times might you ’ave been at Auckland?’ 

One - two,’ he began — ‘why, I can’t make it more than three 
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times m ten years But I can remember every time that I ever 
saw Mrs B ’ 

‘So can I — an’ I’ve only been to Auckland twice — how she 
stood an’ what she was sayin’ an’ what she looked like That’s 
the secret ’Tisn’t beauty, so to speak, nor good talk necessarily 
It’s just It Some women’ll stay m a man’s memory if they once 
walk down a street, but most of ’em you can live with a month 
on end, an’ next commission you’d be put to it to certify whether 
they talked m their sleep or not, as one might say ’ 

‘Ah ! ’ said Hooper ‘That’s more the idea I’ve known just 
two women of that nature ’ 

‘An’ it was no fault o’ theirs 5 ’ asked Pritchard 
‘None whatever I know thatV 

‘An’ if a man gets struck with that kind of woman, Mr 
Hooper?’ Pritchard went on 

‘He goes crazy — or just saves himself,’ was the slow answer 
‘You’ve hit it,’ said the Sergeant ‘You’ve seen an’ known 
somethin’ m the course o’ your hfe, Mr Hooper I’m lookin’ at 
you!’ He set down his bottle 

‘And how often had Vickery seen her 5 ’ I asked 
‘That’s the dark an’ bloody mystery,’ Pyecroft answered ‘I’d 
never come across him till I come out in the Hierophant just now, 
an’ there wasn’t anyone m the ship who knew much about him 
You see, he was what you call a superior man ’E spoke to me 
once or twice about Auckland and Mrs B on the voyage out I 
called that to mind subsequently There must ’ave been a good 
deal between ’em, to my way o’ thinkin’ Mind you, I’m only 
giving you my resume of it all, because all I know is second-hand 
so to speak, or rather I should say more than second-’and ’ 
‘How 5 ’ said Hooper peremptorily ‘You must have seen it or 
heard it’ 

‘Ye-es,’ said Pyecroft ‘I used to think seem’ and h earin’ 
was the only regulation aids to ascertainin’ facts, but as we get 
older we get more accommodatin’ The cylinders work easier, I 
suppose Were you m Cape Town last December when 
Phyllis’s Circus came?’ 

‘No — up-country,’ said Hooper, a little nettled at the change 
of venue 
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‘I ask because they had a new turn of a scientific nature 
called “Home and Friends for a Tickey” ’ 

‘Oh, you mean the cinematograph - the pictures of prize- 
fights and steamers I’ve seen ’em up-country * 

‘Biograph or cinematograph was what I was alludin’ to 
London Bridge with the omnibuses - a troopship goin’ to the 
war - marines on parade at Portsmouth, an’ the Plymouth 
Express arrivin’ at Paddm’ton ’ 

‘Seen ’em all Seen ’em all,’ said Hooper impatiently. 

‘We Hierophants came m just before Christmas week an’ leaf 
was easy ’ 

‘I think a man gets fed up with Gape Town quicker than 
anywhere else on the station Why, even Durban’s more like 
Nature We was there for Christmas,’ Pritchard put in 

‘Not bein’ a devotee of Indian peerts, as our Doctor said to 
the Pusser, I can’t exactly say Phyllis’s was good enough after 
musketry practice at Mozambique I couldn’t get off the first 
two or three nights on account of what you might call an 
imbroglio with our Torpedo Lieutenant m the submerged flat, 
where some pride of the West country had sugared up a gyro- 
scope, but I remember Vickery went ashore with our Carpenter 
Rigdon - old Crocus we called him As a general rule Crocus 
never left ’is ship unless an’ until he was ’oisted out with a 
winch, but when ’c went ’c would return noddm’ like a lily 
gemmed with dew We smothered him down below that night, 
but the things ’e said about Vickery as a fittm’ playmate for a 
Warrant Officer of ’is cubic capacity, before we got him quiet, 
was what I should call pointed ’ 

‘I’ve been with Crocus - in the Redoubtable ,’ said the Ser- 
geant. ‘He’s a character if there is one ’ 

‘Next night I went into Cape Town with Dawson and Pratt; 
but just at the door of the Circus I came across Vickery “Oh!” 
he says, “you’re the man I’m looking for Come and sit next 
me This way to the shillin’ places'” I went astern at once, 
protestin’ because tickey seats better suited my so-called 
finances “Come on,” says Vickery, “I’m payin’ ” Naturally I 
abandoned Pratt and Dawson in anticipation o’ drinks to match 
the seats “No,” he says, when this was ’mted — “not now Not 
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now As many as you please afterwards, but I want you sober 
for the occasion ” I caught ’is face under a lamp just then, an’ 
the appearance of it quite cured me of my thirsts Don’t mistake 
It didn’t frighten me It made me anxious I can’t tell you what 
it was like, but that was the effect which it ’ad on me If you 
want to know, it reminded me of those things m bottles m those 
hcrbalistic shops at Plymouth - preserved in spirits of wine 
White an’ crumply things — previous to birth as you might say ’ 
‘You ’ave a beastial mind, Pye,’ said the Sergeant, relighting 
his pipe. 

‘Perhaps We were m the front row, an’ “Home an’ Friends” 
came on early Vickery touched me on the knee when the 
number went up “If you see anything that strikes you,” he 
says, “drop me a hint”, then he went on clicking We saw 
London Bridge an’ so forth an’ so on, an’ it was most interestin’ 
I’d never seen it before You ’eard a little dynamo like buzzin’, 
but the pictures were the real thing — alive an’ movin’ ’ 

‘I’ve seen ’em,’ said Hooper ‘Of course they arc taken from 
the very thing itself — you see ’ 

‘Then the Western Mail came m to Paddin’ton on the big 
magic lantern sheet. First we saw the platform empty an’ the 
porters standm’ by Then the engine come in, head on, an’ the 
women in the front row jumped she headed so straight Then 
the doors opened and the passengers came out and the porters 
got the luggage — just like life Only — only when anyone came 
down too far towards us that was watchm’, they walked right 
out o’ the picture, so to speak I was ’lghly mterested, I can tell 
you So were all of us I watched an old man with a rug ’oo’d 
dropped a book an’ was tryrn’ to pick it up, when quite slowly, 
rom be’rnd two porters — carrym’ a little reticule an’ lookin’ 
rom side to side — comes out Mrs Bathurst. There was no 
mistakm’ the walk m a hundred thousand She came forward — 
^ght forward — she looked out straight at us with that blmdish 
°ok which Pntch alluded to She walked on and on till she 
melted out of the picture — like — like a shadow jumpin’ over a 
candle, an’ as she went I ’eard Dawson in the tickey seats be’ind 
out: “Christ’ there’s Mrs B 

Hooper swallowed his spittle and leaned forward intently 
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‘Vickery touched me on the knee again He was clickin’ his 
four false teeth with his jaw down like an enteric at the last 
kick “Are you sure 5 ” says he “Sure,” I says, “didn’t you ’car 
Dawson give tongue? Why, it’s the woman herself” “I was 
sure before,” he says, “but I brought you to make sure Will 
you come again with me tomorrow?” 

‘“Willingly,” I says, “it’s like mcetm’ old friends ” 

‘“Yes,” he says, openin’ his watch, “very like It will be 
four-and-twenty hours less four minutes before I sec her again 
Come and have a drink,” he says “It may amuse you, but it’s no 
sort of earthly use to me ’ He went out shaking his head an’ 
stumblin’ over people’s feet as if he was drunk already I anti- 
cipated a swift drink an’ a speedy return, because I wanted to 
see the performin’ elephants Instead o’ which Vickery began to 
navigate the town at the rate o’ knots, lookin’ at a bar every 
three minutes approximate Greenwich time I’m not a dnnkm’ 
man, though there arc those present’ - he cocked his un- 
forgettable eye at me - ‘who may have seen me more or less 
imbued with the fragrant spirit None the less when I drink I 
bkc to do it at anchor an’ not at an average speed of eighteen 
knots on the measured mile There’s a tank as you might say at 
the back o’ that big hotel up the hill — what do they call it?’ 
‘The Moltcno Reservoir,’ I suggested, and Hooper nodded 
‘That was his limit o’ drift We walked there an’ we come 
down through the Gardens — there was a South-Easter blowin’ 
- an’ we finished up by the Docks Then we bore up the road 
to Salt River, and wherever there was' a pub Vickery put m 
sweatin’ He didn’t look at what he drunk — he didn’t look at 
the change He walked an’ he drunk an’ he perspired in rivers I 
understood why old Crocus ’ad come back in the condition ’c 
did, because Vickery an’ I ’ad two an’ a half hours o’ this gipsy 
manoeuvre, an’ when we got back to the station there wasn’t a 
dry atom on or m me ’ 

‘Did he say anything?’ Pritchard asked 
‘The sum total of ’is conversation from 7 45 pm till 11 15 
p m was “Let’s have another ” Thus the morrnn’ and the 
evenin’ were the first day, as Scripture says . To abbreviate a 
lengthy narrative, I went mto Cape Town for five consecutive 
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nights with Master Vickery, and in that time I must ’ave logged 
about fifty knots over the ground an’ taken m two gallon o’ all 
the worst spirits south the Equator The evolution never varied 
Two shilling seats for us two, five minutes o’ the pictures, an’ 
perhaps forty-five seconds o’ Mrs B walking down towards us 
with that blindish look m her eyes an’ the reticule m her hand 
Then out walk — and drink till tram time 5 

‘What did you think'*’ said Hooper, his hand fingering his 
waistcoat-pocket 

‘Several things,’ said PyecrofL ‘To tell you the truth, I aren’t 
quite done thinkin’ about it yet. Mad ? The man was a dumb 
lunatic — must ’ave been for months — years p’raps I know 
somethin’ o’ maniacs, as every man m the Service must I’ve 
been shipmates with a mad skipper — an’ a lunatic Number 
One, but never both together I thank ’Eaven I could give you 
the names o’ three captains now ’oo ought to be in an asylum, 
but you don’t find me mterfenn’ with the mentally afflicted 
till they begin to lay about ’em with rammers an’ winch-handles 
Only once I crept up a little mto the wind towards Master 
"Vickery “I wonder what she’s doin’ m England,” I says “Don’t 
it seem to you she’s lookm’ for somebody?” That was in the 
Gardens agam, with the South-Easter blowin’ as we were makin’ 
our desperate round “She’s lookm’ for me,” he says, stoppin’ 
dead under a lamp an’ clickin’ "When he wasn’t dnnkin’, in 
which case all ’is teeth clicked on the glass, ’e was clickin’ ’is 
four false teeth like a Marcom ticker “Yes! lookm’ for me,” he 
said, an’ he went on very softly an’ as you might say affec- 
tionately “But,” he went on, “in future, Mr Pyecroft, I should 
take it kindly of you if you’d confine your remarks to the 
dnnhs set before you Otherwise,” he says, “with the best will 
m the world towards you, I may find myself guilty of murder! 
Do you understand 1 *” he says “Perfectly,” I says, “but would it 
at all soothe you to know that m such a case the chances o’ your 
being killed are precisely equivalent to the chances o’ me bemg 
outed ” “Why, no,” he says, “I’m almost afraid that ’ud be a 
temptation ” Then I said — we was right under the lamp by that 
arch at the end o’ the Gardens where the trams come round — 
Assumin’ murder was done — or attempted murder — I put it 
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to you that you would still be left so badly crippled, as one 
might say, that your subsequent capture by the police - to ’oom 
you would ’ave to explain — would be largely inevitable” 
“That’s better,” ’e says, passm’ ’is hands over his forehead 
“That’s much better, because,” he says, “do you know, as I am 
now, Pye, I’m not so sure if I could explain anything much ” 
Those were the only particular words I had with ’im in our 
walks as I remember ’ 

‘What walks!’ said Hooper ‘Oh my soul, what walks!’ 

‘They were chronic,’ said Pyecroft gravely, ‘but I didn’t 
anticipate any danger till the Circus left Then I anticipated 
that, bein’ deprived of ’is stimulant, he might react on me, so to 
say, with a hatchet Consequently, after the final performance 
an’ the ensuin’ wet walk, I kep’ myself aloof from my superior 
officer on board in the execution of ’is duty, as you might put 
it Consequently, I was interested when the sentry informs me 
while I was passin’ on my lawful occasions that Click had asked 
to see the captain As a general rule warrant officers don’t 
dissipate much of the owner’s time, but Click put m an hour 
and more be’md that door My duties kep’ me within eyeshot 
of it. Vickery came out first, an’ ’e actually nodded at me an’ 
smiled This knocked me out o’ the boat, because, havin’ seen 
’is face for five consecutive nights, I didn’t anticipate any 
change there more than a condenser in hell, so to speak The 
owner emerged later His face didn’t read off at all, so I fell 
back on his cox, ’oo’d been eight years with him and knew him 
better than boat signals Lamson — that was the cox’s name - 
crossed ’is bows once or twice at low speeds an’ dropped down 
to me visibly concerned. “He’s shipped ’is court-martial face,” 
says Lamson “Someone’s gom’ to be ’ung I’ve never seen that 
look but once before when they chucked the gun-sights over- 
board m the Fantastic ” Throwin’ gun-sights overboard, Mr 
Hooper, is the equivalent for mutiny in these degenerate days 
It’s done to attract the notice of the authorities an’ the Western 
Momtn’ News - generally by a stoker Naturally, word went 
round the lower deck an’ we had a private over’aul of our little 
consciences But, barrin’ a shirt which a second-class stoker 
said ’ad walked into ’is bag from the marines’ flat by itself, 
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nothin’ vital transpired The owner w ent about flyin’ the signal 
for “attend pubbc execution”, so to say, but there was no 
corpse at the yard-arm ’E lunched on the beach an’ ’e returned 
with ’is regulation harbour-routine face about 3 pm Thus 
Lamson lost prestige for raising false alarms The only person 
’00 might ’ave connected the epicycloidal gears correctly was 
one Pyecroft, when he was told that Mr Vickery would go up- 
country' that same evening to take over certain naval ammunition 
left after the war in Bloemfontein Fort No details was ordered 
to accompany Master Vickery He was told off first person 
singular — as a unit - by himself’ 

The marine whistled penetratmgly 

‘That’s what I thought,’ said Pyecroft ‘I went ashore with 
him m the cutter an’ ’e asked me to walk through the station 
He was clickin’ audibly, but otherwise seemed happy-ish 
‘“You might like to know,” he says, stoppin’ just opposite 
the Admiral’s front gate, “that Phyllis’s Circus will be per- 
formin’ at Worcester tomorrow night. So I shall see ’er yet once 
again You’ve been very patient with me,” he says 

‘“Look here, Vickery,” I said, “this thing’s come to be just 
as much as I can stand Consume your own smoke I don’t want 
to know any more ” 

‘“You 1 ” he said “What have you got to complain of? - 
you’ve only ’ad to watch I’m it,” he says, “but that’s neither 
here nor there,” he says “I’ve one thing to say before shakin’ 
’ands Remember,” ’e says — we were just by the Admiral’s 
garden-gate then — “remember, that I am not a murderer, because 
my lawful wife died in childbed six weeks after I came out. 
That much at least I am clear of,” ’e says 

‘ “Then what have you done that signifies?” I said “What’s 
the rest of it?” 

“The rest,” ’e says, “is silence,” an’ he shook ’ands and 
went clickin’ mto Simonstown station ’ 

Did he stop to see Mrs Bathurst at Worcester?’ I asked 

Its not known He reported at Bloemfontein, saw the 
ammunition mto the trucks, and then ’e disappeared Went 
out — deserted, if you care to put it so — within eighteen 
months of his pension, an’ if what ’e said about ’is wife was 
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true he was a free man as ’e then stood How do you read it 
off?’ 

‘Poor devil!’ said Hooper ‘To see her that way every night 1 1 
wonder what it was ’ 

‘I’ve made my ’cad ache m that direction many a long night ’ 
‘But I’ll swear Mrs B ’ad no ’and in it,’ said the Sergeant, 
unshaken 

‘No Whatever the wrong or deceit was, he did it, I’m sure o’ 
that I ’ad to look at ’is face for five consecutive nights I’m not 
so fond o’ navigatin’ about Cape Town with a South-Easter 
blowin’ these days I can hear those teeth click, so to say ’ 
‘Ah, those teeth,’ said Hooper, and his hand went to his 
waistcoat-pocket once more ‘Permanent things false teeth are 
You read about ’em m all the murder trials ’ 

‘What d’you suppose the captain knew — or did ? ’ I asked 
‘I’ve never turned my searchlight that way,’ Pyecroft 
answered unblushmgly 

We all reflected together, and drummed on empty beer 
bottles as the picnic-party, sunburned, wet, and sandy, passed 
our door singing ‘The Honeysuckle and the Bee’ 

‘Pretty girl under that kapje,’ said Pyecroft 
‘They never circulated his description-*’ said Pritchard 
‘I was askin’ you before these gentlemen came,’ said Hooper 
to me, ‘whether you knew Wankies — on the way to the Zambesi 
— beyond Bulawayo?’ 

‘Would he pass there — trym’ to get to that Lake what’s ’is 
name ? ’ said Pritchard 

Hooper shook his head and went on ‘There’s a curious bit o’ 
line there, you see It runs through solid teak forest — a sort o’ 
mahogany really — seventy-two miles without a curve I’ve had 
a tram derailed there twenty-three times m forty miles I was 
up there a month ago relievin’ a sick inspector, you see He told 
me to look out for a couple of tramps in the teak ’ 

‘Two 5 ’ Pyecroft said ‘I don’t envy that other man if—’ 

‘We get heaps of tramps up there since the war The inspector 
told me I’d find ’em at M’Bindwe siding waiting to go North 
He’d given ’em some grub and quinine, you see I went up on a 
construction tram I looked out for ’em I saw them miles ahead 
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along the straight, "waiting in the teak One of ’em was standm^ 
up by the dead-end of the siding an the other was squattin 
down lookin’ up at ’im, you see ’ 

‘What did you do for ’em 5 ” said Pritchard 
‘There wasn’t much I could do, except bury ’em There’d 
been a bit of a thunderstorm in the teak, y r ou sec, and they were 
both stone dead and as black as charcoal That’s what they 
really were, you sec — charcoal They fell to bits when we tried 
to shift ’em The man who was standin’ up had the false teeth 
I saw ’em shinin’ against the black Fell to bits he did too, like 
his mate squatting down an’ w atehin’ him, both of ’em all w ct 
in the ram Both burned to charcoal, you sec And — that’s what 
made me ask about marks just now — the false-toothcr was 
tattooed on the arms and chest — a crown and foul anchor with 
MV above’ 

‘I’ve seen that,’ said Pyecroft quickly ‘It was so ’ 

‘But if he w'as all charcoal-like 5 ’ said Pritchard, shuddering 
Wou know how writing shows up white on a burned letter? 
Well, it was like that, you see We buried ’em in the teak and I 
kept But he was a friend of you two gentlemen, you see ’ 
Mr Hooper brought his hand away from his waistcoat-pocket 
- empty 

Pritchard covered his face with his hands for a moment, like 
a child shutting out an ugliness 
‘And to think of her at Haurakil’ he murmured — ‘with ’er 
air-nbbon on my beer “Ada,” she said to her niece Oh, 
my Gawd!’ 

On a summer afternoon, when the honeysuckle blooms, 

And all Nature seems at rest, 

Underneath the bower, ’mid the perfume of the flower, 

Sat a maiden with the one she loves the best — ’ 

sang the picme-party waiting for their train at Glenganff 
Well, I don’t know how you feel about it,’ said Pyecroft, 
* a vm seen ’is face for five consecutive nights on end, I’m 
t0 fimsh whats left of ^ beer an ’ thank Gawd he ’ s 
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‘Our Fathers Also’ 


By — they arc by with mirth and tears, 

Wit or the works of Desire 
Cushioned about on the kindly years 
Between the wall and the fire 

The grapes are pressed, the com is shocked - 
Standcth no more to glean, 

For the Gates of Love and Learning locked 
When they went out between 

All lore our Lady Venus bares 
Signalled it was or told 
By the dear lips long given to theirs 
And longer to the mould 

All Profit, all Device, all Truth 
Written it was or said 
By the mighty men of their mighty youth, 
Which is mighty being dead 

The film that floats before their eyes 
The Temple’s Veil they call, 

And the dust that on the Shcwbread lies 
Is holy over all 

Warn them of seas that slip our yoke 
Of slow conspiring stars - 
The ancient Front of Things unbrokc 
But heavy with new wars? 

By - they are by with mirth and tears, 

Wit or the waste of Desire — 

Cushioned about on the kindly years 
Between the wall and the fire 
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“Book - Book - Domesday Book 1 ’ They were letting m the 
water for the evening stint at Robert’s Mill, and the wooden 
Wheel where lived the Spirit of the Mill settled to its mne- 
hundred-year-old song* ‘Here Azor, a freeman, held one rod, 
but it never paid geld Nun-nun-nunquam geldavit Here 
Rembert has one villein and four cottars with one plough — and 
wood for six hogs and two fisheries of sixpence and a mill of 
ten shillings — unum molmum — one mill Rembert’s mill — 
Robert’s Mill Then and afterwards and now — tunc et post et 
modo -Robert’s Mill Book — Book — Domesday Book 1 ’ 

‘I confess,’ said the Black Rat on the cross-beam, luxuriously 
trimming his whiskers — ‘I confess I am not above appreciating 
roy position and all it means ’ He was a genuine old English 
black rat, a breed which, report says, is rapidly diminishing 
before the incursions of the brown variety 

Appreciation is the surest sign of inadequacy,’ said the Grey 
Cat, coiled up on a piece of sacking 

But I know what you mean,’ she added ‘To sit by right at 
the heart of things - eh?’ 

Wes, said the Black Rat, as the old mill shook and the heavy 
«ones thuttered on the grist ‘To possess - er - all this en- 

onment as an integral part of one’s daily life must insensibly 
of course You see?’ 

SaiC ^ t ^ ie Gre y Cat ‘Indeed, if we are not saturated 
™ the spirit of the Mill, who should be?’ 

oo Book — Domesday Book!’ the Wheel, set to his work, 

Dompcri r>°^ * enure the whole rape, for he knew 
Abbatia ^ bacAwards a °d forwards ‘ In Ferle tenuit 
Nunoi,n~ e ,j Una unam htdam et unarn vtrgam et dmtdtam 
and one And Agemond, a freeman, has half a hide 

friend of m „ emember Agemond well Charmin’ fellow - 
e He married a Norman girl in the days when we 
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rather looked down on the Normans as upstarts An’ Agcmond’s 
dead ? So he is Eh, dearie me 1 dearie me 1 I remember the 
wolves howling outside his door in the big frost of Ten Fifty- 
Nine Essetvelde hundredum nunquam geldum reddidit Book! 
Book! Domesday BooD’ 

‘After all,’ the Grey Cat continued, ‘atmosphere is life It is 
the influences under which we live that count in the long run 
Now, outside’ — she cocked one ear towards the half-opened 
door — ‘there is an absurd convention that rats and cats are, I 
won’t go so far as to say natural enemies, but opposed forces 
Some such ruling may be crudely effective — I don’t for a 
minute presume to set up my standards as final — among the 
ditches, but from the larger point of view that one gains by 
living at the heart of things, it seems for a rule of life a little 
overstrained Why, because some of your associates have, shall 
I say, liberal views on the ultimate destination of a sack of — er 
— middlings don’t they call them — ’ 

‘Something of that sort,’ said the Black Rat, a most sharp 
and sweet-toothed judge of everything ground in the mill for 
the last three years 

‘Thanks — middlings be it Why, as I was saying, must I 
disarrange my fur and my digestion to chase you round the 
dusty arena whenever we happen to meet?’ 

‘As little reason,’ said the Black Rat, ‘as there is for me, who, 
I trust, am a person of ordinarily decent instincts, to wait till 
you have gone on a round of calls, and then to assassinate your 
very charming children ’ 

‘Exactly! It has its humorous side though ’ The Grey Cat 
yawned ‘The miller seems afflicted by it He shouted large and 
vague threats to my address, last night at tea, that he wasn’t 
going to keep cats who “caught no mice” Those were his 
words I remember the grammar sticking in my throat like a 
hemng-bone ’ 

‘And what did you do ? ’ 

‘What does one do when a barbarian utters? One ceases to 
utter and removes I removed — towards his pantry It was a 
riposte he might appreciate ’ 

‘Really those people grow absolutely insufferable,’ said the 
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Black Rat. ‘There is a local ruffian who answ ers to the name of 
Mangles— a builder —who has taken possession of the outhouses 
on the far side of the Wheel for the last fortnight He has 
constructed cubical horrors m red brick where those deliciously 
picturesque pigsty es used to stand Have you noticed'” 

‘There has been much misdirected activity of late among the 
humans They jabber inordinately I haven’t yet been able to 
amve at their reason for existence 1 The Cat yawned 
‘A couple of them came m here last week with wires, and 
fixed them all about the walls Wires protected by some 
abominable composition, ending m iron brackets with glass 
bulbs Utterly useless for any purpose and artistically absolutely 
hideous What do they mean'” 

‘Aaah 1 I have known _/bnr-and-twenty leaders of revolt m 
Faenza,’ said the Cat, who kept good company with the boarders 
spending a summer at the Mill Farm ‘It means nothing except 
that humans occasionally bring their dogs with them I object 
to dogs m all forms ’ 

‘Shouldn’t object to dogs,’ said the Wheel sleepily ‘The 
Abbot of Wilton kept the best pack m the county He enclosed all 
the Harryngton Woods to Sturt Common Alunc, a freeman, 
was dispossessed of his holding They tried the case at Lewes, 
but he got no change out of William de Warrenne on the bench 
William de Warrenne fined Alunc eight and fourpence for 
treason, and the Abbot of Wilton excommunicated him for 
blasphemy Alunc was no sportsman Then the Abbot’s brother 
mamed I’ve forgotten her name, but she was a charmin’ little 

woman The Lady Philippa washer daughter That was after the 
barony was conferred She rode devilish straight to hounds 
They were a bit throatier than we breed now, but a good pack 
one of the best. The Abbot kept ’em in splendid shape Now, 
who was the woman the Abbot kept? Book— Book! I shall have to 
go nght back to Domesday and work up the centimes Modo per 
omnia reddit burgum tunc — tunc — tunc r Was it bur gum or hun- 
dredum? I shall remember in a minute There’s no hurry ’ He 
paused as he turned over silvered with showering drops 
‘This won’t do,’ said the Waters m the sluice ‘Keep 
moving ’ 
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The Wheel swung forward, the Waters roared on the buckets 
and dropped down to the darkness below 

‘Noisier than usual,’ said the Black Rat. ‘It must have been 
raining up the valley ’ 

‘Floods maybe,’ said the Wheel dreamily ‘It isn’t the proper 
season, but they can come without warning I shall never forget 
the big one - when the Miller went to sleep and forgot to open 
the hatches More than two hundred years ago it was, but I 
recall it distinctly Most unsettling ’ 

‘We lifted that wheel off his bearings,’ cried the Waters ‘We 
said, “Take away that bauble!” And m the morning he was five 
miles down the valley - hung up in a tree ’ 

‘Vulgar!’ said the Cat. ‘But I am sure he never lost his dig- 
nity ’ 

‘We don’t know He looked like the Ace of Diamonds when 
we had finished with him Move on there* Keep on moving. 
Over! Get over!’ 

‘And why on this day more than any other,’ said the Wheel 
statchly ‘I am not aware that my department requires the stimu- 
lus of external pressure to keep it up to its duties I trust I have 
the elementary instincts of a gentleman ’ 

‘Maybe,’ the Waters answered together, leaping down on the 
buckets ‘We only know that you arc very stiff on your bearings 
Over, get over 1 ’ 

The Wheel creaked and groaned There was certainly greater 
pressure upon him than he had ever felt, and his revolutions 
had increased from six and three-quarters to eight and a third 
per minute But the uproar between the narrow, weed-hung 
walls annoyed the Grey Cat 

‘Isn’t it almost time,’ she said plaintively, ‘that the person 
who is paid to understand these things shuts off those vehement 
drippings with that screw-thing on the top of that box-thing 
‘They’ll be shut off at eight o’clock as usual,’ said the Rat, 
‘then we can go to dinner ’ 

‘But we shan’t be shut off tall ever so late,’ said the Waters 
gaily ‘We shall keep it up all night ’ 

‘The ineradicable offensivcncss of youth is partially com- 
pensated for by its eternal hopefulness,’ said the Cat ‘Our dam 
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is not, I am glad to say, designed to furnish water for more 
than four hours at a time Reserve is Life ’ 

‘Thanh goodness 1 ’ said the Black Rat ‘Then they can return 
to their native ditches ’ 

‘Ditches!’ cried the Waters, ‘Raven’s Gill Brook is no ditch 
It is almost navigable, and we come from there away.’ They slid 
over solid and compact till the Wheel thudded under their 
weight 

‘Raven’s Gill Brook,’ said the Rat ‘ J never heard of Raven’s 
Gill’ 

‘We are the waters of Harpendcn Brook — down from under 
Callton Rise Phew! how the race stinks compared with the 
heather country ’ Another five foot of water flung itself against 
the Wheel, broke, roared, gurgled, and was gone 

Indeed,’ said the Grey Cat, ‘I am sorry to tell you that 
Raven s Gill Brook is cut off from this valley by an absolutely 
unpassable range of mountains, and Callton Rise is more than 
tune miles away It belongs to another system entirely ’ 

Ah yes,’ said the Rat, grinning, ‘but we forget that, for the 
young, water always runs uphill ’ 

Oh, hopeless 1 hopeless 1 hopeless 1 ’ cried the Waters, de- 
scending open-palmed upon the Wheel ‘There is nothing 
(-tween here and Raven’s Gill Brook that a hundred yards of 
channelling and a few square feet of concrete could not remove, 
a od hasn’t removed!’ 

And Harpenden Brook is north of Raven’s Gill and runs 
into Raven’s Gill at the foot of Callton Rise, where the big ilex 
trees are, and we come from there 1 ’ These were the glassy, clear 
waters of the high chalk 

And Batten’s Ponds, that are fed by springs, have been led 
through Trott’s Wood, taking the spare water from the old 
Witches’ Spring under Churt Haw, and we — we — we are their 
combined waters!’ Those were the Waters from the upland bogs 
and moors - a porter-coloured, dusky, and foam-flecked flood 
‘It’s all very interesting,’ purred the Cat to the sliding 
Waters, ‘and I have no doubt that Trott’s Woods and Bott’s 
Woods are tremendously important places, but if you could 
manage to do your work — whose value I don’t in the least 
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dispute - a little more soberly, I, for one, should be grateful ’ 
‘Book — book — book - book — book — Domesday Book!’ The 
urged Wheel was fairly clattering now* ‘In Burgelstaltone a 
monk holds of Earl Godwin one hide and a half with eight 
villeins There is a church — and a monk I remember that 
monk Blessed if he could rattle his rosary off any quicker than 
I am doing now . and wood for seven hogs I must be 
running twelve to the minute . . almost as fast as Steam 
Damnable invention, Steam! . Surely it’s time we went to 
dinner or prayers — or something Can’t keep up this pressure, 
day in and day out, and not feel it I don’t mind for myself, of 
course Noblesse oblige , you know I’m only thinking of the 
Upper and the Nether Millstones They came out of the 
common rock They can’t be expected to — ’ 

Don’t worry on our account, please,’ said the Millstones 
huskdy ‘So long as you supply the power we’ll supply the 
weight and the bite ’ 


Isn t it a trifle blasphemous, though, to work you m this 
way? grunted the Wheel ‘I seem to remember something about 
the Mills of God grinding “slowly” Slowly was the word!’ 

But we are not the Mills of God We’re only the Upper and 
the Nether Millstones We have received no instructions to be 

anything else We are actuated by power transmitted through 
you ’ 


Ah, but let us be merciful as we are strong Think of all the 
eautiful little plants that grow on my woodwork There are 
ve varieties of rare moss within less than one square yard — 
and all these delicate jewels of nature are being grievously 
knocked about by this excessive rush of the water ’ 

Umph!’ growled the Millstones ‘What with your religious 

and y ° Ur taste for botan y w e’d hardly know you for 
the Wheel that put the carter’s son under last autumn You 
never worried about htmV 

JHc ought to have known better ’ 

Jf? ° Ught your > cwels of nature Tell ’em to grow where it’s 
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They were such beautiful little plants too,’ said the Rat 
tenderly ‘Maiden’s-tonguc and hart’s-hair fern trcllismg all 
over the wall just as they do on the sides of churches in the 
Downs Think what a joy the sight of them must be to our 
sturdy peasants pulling hay 1 ’ 

‘Golly 1’ said the Millstones ‘There’s nothing like coming to 
the heart of things for information’, and they returned to the 
song that all English water-mills has c sung from time beyond 
telling - 


‘There was a jovial miller once 
Lived on the River Dec, 

And this the burden of his song 
For ever used to be ’ 

Then, as fresh grist poured m and dulled the note 

‘I care for nobody — no, not I, 

And nobody cares for me ’ 

‘Even these stones have absorbed something of our atmo- 
sphere,’ said the Grey Cat- ‘Nine-tenths of the trouble m this 
world comes from lack of detachment.’ 

One of your people died from forgetting that, didn’t she ? ’ 
said the Rat. 

‘One only The example has sufficed us for generations ’ 

‘Ah> but what happened to Don’t Care?’ the Waters 
demanded 

‘Brutal riding to death of the casual analogy is another mark 
of provincialism!’ The Grey Cat raised her tufted chin ‘I am 
going to sleep With my social obligations I must snatch rest 
when I can, but, as our old friend here says. Noblesse oblige 
Pity me! Three functions tonight m the village, and a barn- 
dance across the valleyl’ 

‘There’s no chance, 1 suppose, of your looking in on the loft 
about two Some of our young people are going to amuse them- 
selves with a new sacque-dance — best white flour only,’ said 
the Black Rat 

‘I believe I am officially supposed not to countenance that 
sort of thing, but youth is youth By the way, the humans 
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set my milk-bowl m the loft these days, I hope your youngsters 
respect it ’ 

‘My dear lady,’ said the Black Rat, bowing, ‘you gnevc me 
You hurt me inexpressibly After all these years, too!’ 

‘A general crush is so mixed ~ highways and hedges -all that 
sort of thing — and no one can answer for one’s best friends / 
never try So long as mine are amusin’ and in full voice, and 
can hold their own at a tile-party, I’m as catholic as these mixed 
waters m the dam here!’ 

We aren’t mixed We have mixed We are one now,’ said the 
Waters sulkily 

Still uttering'” said the Cat. ‘Never mind, here’s the Miller 
coming to shut you off Ye-cs, I have known — four — or five is 
it ? - and twenty leaders of revolt m Faenza A little more 
babble in the dam, a little more noise in the sluice, a little extra 
splashing on the wheel, and then 

P Wl11 ^ nd ^ at nothing has occurred,’ said the Black 

3t u r ° ld t ^ m ? s P er sist and survive and are recognized - 
°hwt < d hcre first of aiI B y thc way,’ he turned toward 
ho e no , ’ ^ believe we have to congratulate you on your latest 


- 1 , rofou j ldIy wcl1 deserved - even if he had never - as he has 
nflZ rCd ,f rCn 1 U0UsIy trough a long life for the amelioration 
house n 1 sai die Cat, who belonged to many tile and out- 
and diZtSr 0 ! ?° Ubly deserved, I may say, for the silent 
fid K c tv footed U ^ C j bls CXIStc nce offers to the clattering, 

*fht“™ an<JS ° f " Wha. form H 

pinion 1 ’ S3ld t * 1C bashfully, ‘a machine-mouldi 

sec : a bTw,Som Rat s ' shed ‘‘ 

Not exactly that sort nf F S 
ornate circle of toothed pmion » sa id the Wheel, ‘but a really 
gratifying Mr Manries and” wheels Absurd, of course, but 

with it personally - on mv 1 r™ associate herald invested me 

Jrom the null j j, ac j n , ^ 1 nm ~ die side that you can’t see 

cw steel straps round mv sryW° anythln S about it - or the 

y 3X108 ~ bright red, you know - to be 
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worn on all occasions — but, without false modesty, I assure you 
that the recognition cheered me not a little ’ 

*How intensely gratifying!’ said the Black Rat. ‘I must really 
steal an hour between lights some day and see what they are 
doing on your left side ’ 

‘By the way, have you any light on this recent activity of Mr 
Mangles'” the Grey Cat asked ‘He seems to be building small 
houses on the far side of the tail-race Believe me, I don’t ask 
from any vulgar curiosity ’ 

‘It affects our Order,’ said the Black Rat simply but firmly 
Thank you,’ said the Wheel ‘Let me see if I can tabulate it 
properly Nothing like system in accounts of all lands Book! 
Book! Book! On the side of the Wheel towards the hundred of 
Burgelstaltone, where till now was a stye of three hogs, Mangles, 
a freeman, with four villeins and two carts of two thousand 
bricks, has a new small house of five yards and a half, and one 
rtwf of iron and a floor of cement. Then, now, and afterwards 
eer m Lrge tankards And Felden, a stranger, with three villeins 
and one very great cart, deposits on it one engine of iron and 
brass and a small iron mill of four feet, and a broad strap of 
leather And Mangles, the builder, with two villeins, constructs 
the floor for the same, and a floor of new brick with wires for 
the small mill. There are there also chalices filled with iron and 
y3ter, m number fifty-seven The whole is valued at one 
hundred and seventy-four pounds . I’m sorry I can’t make 
myself clearer, but you can see for yourself’ 

‘Amazingly lucid,’ said the Cat. She was the more to be 
admired because the language of Domesday Book is not, per- 
haps, the clearest medium wherein to describe a small but 
complete electnc-light installation, deriving its power from a 
water-wheel by means of cogs and gearing 
‘See for yourself — by all means, see for yourself,’ said the 
Waters, spluttering and choking with mirth 

‘Upon my word,’ said the Black Rat furiously, ‘I may be at 
fault, hut I wholly fail to perceive where these offensive 
eavesdroppers — er — come m Wc were discussing a matter that 
solely affected our Order ’ 

Suddenly they heard, as they had heard many times before, 
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the Miller shutting off the water To the rattle and rumble of 
the labouring stones succeeded thick silence, punctuated with 
little drops from the stayed wheel Then some water-bird in the 
dam fluttered her wings as she slid to her nest, and the plop of 
a water-rat sounded like the fall of a log in the water 

‘It is all over - it always is all over at just this time. Listen, 
the Miller is going to bed - as usual Nothing has occurred,’ 
said the Cat 

Something creaked m the house where the pig-styes had 
stood, as metal engaged on metal with a clink and a burr 
‘Shall I turn her on ? ’ cried the Miller 
‘Ay,’ said the voice from the dynamo-house 
‘A human m Mangles’ new house!’ the Rat squeaked 
‘What of it?’ said the Grey Cat ‘Even supposing Mr Mangles’ 
cat’s-meat-coloured hovel ululated with humans, can’t you see 
for yourself - that 

There was a solid crash of released waters leaping upon the 
wheel more furiously than ever, a grinding of cogs, a hum like 
the hum of a hornet, and then the unvisited darkness of the 
old mill was scattered by intolerable white light It threw up 
every cobweb, every burl and knot in the beams and the floor, 
till the shadows behind the flakes of rough plaster on the wall 
lay clear-cut as shadows of mountains on the photographed 
moon 

‘Seel See! See!’ hissed the Waters m full flood ‘Yes, see for 
yourselves Nothing has occurred Can’t you see?’ 

The Rat, amazed, had fallen from his foothold and lay half- 
stunned on the floor The Cat, following her instinct, leaped 
nigh to the ceiling, and with flattened ears and bared teeth 
backed in a comer ready to fight whatever terror might be 
loosed on her But nothing happened Through the long aching 
minutes nothing whatever happened, and her wire-brush tail 
returned slowly to its proper shape 

‘Whatever it is,’ she said at last, ‘it’s overdone They can 
never keep it up, you know ’ 

Much you know,’ said the Waters ‘Over you go, old man 
You can take the full head of us now Those new steel axle- 
straps of yours can stand anything Come along, Raven’s Gill, 
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Harpenden, Callton Rise, Batten’s Ponds, Witches’ Spring, all 
together 1 Let’s show these gentlemen how to work!’ 

‘But - but — I thought it was a decoration Why — why — why 
- it only means more work for meV 
‘Exactly You’re to supply about sixty eight-candle lights 
when required But they won’t be all in use at once — ’ 

‘Ahl I thought as much,’ said the Cat ‘The reaction is bound 
to come.’ 

'And' said the Waters, ‘you will do the ordinary work of the 
null as well ’ 

‘Impossible!’ the old Wheel quivered as it drove ‘Alunc 
never did it — nor Azor, nor Rembert Not even William de 
Warrenne or the Papal Legate There’s no precedent for it I 
tell you there’s no precedent for working a wheel like this ’ 
‘Wait a while! We’re making one as fast as we can Alunc 
and Co are dead So’s the Papal Legate You’ve no notion how 
dead they are, but we’re here — the Waters of Five Separate 
Systems We’re just as interesting as Domesday Book Would 
you like to hear about the land-tenure in Trott’s Wood? It’s 
squat-nght, chiefly ’ The mocking Waters leaped one over the 
other, chuckling and chattering profanely. 

In that hundred Jenkins, a tinker, with one dog — unus cants 
- holds, by the Grace of God and a habit he has of working 
hard, unam htdatn — a large potato patch Charmin’ fellow, 
Jenkins Friend of ours Now, who the dooce did Jenkins keep ? 

In the hundred of Callton is one charcoal-burner tr- 
fchgtostssmus homo — a bit of a np — but a thorough sportsman 
Ibt est ecclesia Non multum Not much of a church, quia because, 
episcopus the Vicar irritated the Nonconformists tunc et post et 
modo — then and afterwards and now — until they built a cut- 
stone Congregational chapel with red brick facings that did not 
return itself — defendebat se — at four thousand pounds ’ 

‘Charcoal-burners, vicars, schismatics, and red brick facings,’ 
groaned the Wheel *But this is sheer blasphemy What waters 
have they let m upon me?’ 

‘Floods from the gutters Faugh, this light is positively sick- 
ening' 5 said the Cat, rearranging her fur 

‘We come down from the clouds or up from the springs, 
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exactly like all other waters everywhere Is that what’s surprising 
you?’ sang the Waters 

‘ Of course not I know my work if you don’t What I com- 
plain of is your lack of reverence and repose You’ve no instinct 
of deference towards your betters — your heartless parody of 
the Sacred volume (the Wheel meant Domesday Book) proves 
it ’ 

‘Our betters 5 ’ said the Waters most solemnly ‘What is there 
m all this dammed race that hasn’t come down from the clouds, 
or-’ 

‘Sparc me that talk, please,’ the Wheel persisted ‘You’d 
never understand It’s the tone — your tone that we object to ’ 

‘Yes, It’s your tone,’ said the Black Rat, picking himself up 
limb by limb 

‘If you thought a trifle more about the work you’re supposed 
to do, and a trifle less about your precious feelings, you’d 
render a little more duty m return for the power vested in you — 
we mean wasted on you,’ the Waters replied 

‘I have been some hundreds of years laboriously acquiring 
the knowledge which you see fit to challenge so light-heartedly,’ 
the Wheel jarred 

Challenge him! Challenge him!’ clamoured the little waves 
riddling down through the tail-race ‘As well now as later Take 
him up!’ 

The main mass of the Waters plunging on the Wheel shocked 
that well-bolted structure almost into box-lids by saying ‘Very 
good Tell us what you suppose yourself to be doing at the 
present moment’ 

Waiving the offensive form of your question, I answer, 
purely as a matter of courtesy, that I am engaged in the tritu- 
ration of farinaceous substances whose ultimate destination it 
would be a breach of the trust reposed in me to reveal * 

Fiddle! said the Waters ‘We knew it all along 1 The first 
direct question shows his ignorance of his own job Listen, old 

ng Thanks to us, you are now actuating a machine of whose 
construction you know nothing, that that machine may, over 
wires of whose ramifications you are, by your very position, 
pro oun y ignorant, dehver a power which you can never real- 
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ize, to localities beyond the extreme limits of your mental hori- 
zon, with the object of producing phenomena which in your 
wildest dreams (if you ever dream) you could never com- 
prehend Is that clear, or would you like it all m words of four 
syllables''’ 

‘Your assumptions are deliciously sweeping, but may I point 
out that a decent and — the dear old Abbot of Wilton would 
have put it m his resonant monkish Latin much better than I 
can - a scholarly reserve does not necessarily connote blank 
vacuity of mind on all subjects * 

‘Ah, the dear old Abbot of Wilton,’ said the Rat sympathetic- 
ally, as one nursed in that bosom ‘Charmin’ fellow — thorough 
scholar and gentleman Such a pity 1 ’ 

‘Oh, Sacred Fountains 1 ’ — the Waters were fairly boiling ‘He 
goes out of his way to expose his ignorance by triple bucketfuls 
He creaks to high Heaven that he is hopelessly behind the 
common order of things! He invites the streams of Five Water- 
sheds to witness his su-su-su-pemal incompetence, and then he 
talks as though there were untold reserves of knowledge behind 
him that he is too modest to bring forward For a bland, circular, 
absolutely sincere impostor, you’re a miracle, O Wheel 1 ’ 

‘I do not pretend to be anything more than an integral portion 
of an accepted and not altogether mushroom institution ’ 
‘Quite so,’ said the Waters ‘Then go round — hard — ’ 

‘To what end' 1 ’ asked the Wheel 

Till a big box of tanks in your house begins to fizz and fume 
~ gassmg is the proper word ’ 

‘It would be,’ said the Cat, sniffing 

‘That will show that your accumulators are full When the 
accumulators are exhausted, and the lights bum badly, you will 
find us whacking you round and round again ’ 

‘The end of life as decreed by Mangles and his creatures 
is to go whacking round and round for ever,’ said the Cat 
‘In order,’ the Rat said, ‘that you may throw raw and un- 
necessary illumination upon all the unlovehness in the world 
Unloveliness which we shall — er — have always with us At the 
same time you will riotously neglect the so-called little but vital 
graces that make up Life ’ 
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‘Yes, Life,’ said the Cat, ‘with its dim delicious half-tones 
and veiled indeterminate distances Its surprisals, escapes, en- 
counters, and dizzying leaps - its full-throated choruses m 
honour of the morning star, and its melting reveries beneath 
the sun-warmed wall ’ 

‘Oh, you can go on the tiles, Pussahna, just the same as 
usual,’ said the laughing Waters l We shan’t interfere with you ’ 

‘On the tiles, forsooth*’ hissed the Cat 

‘Well, that’s what it amounts to,’ persisted the Waters ‘We 
sec a good deal of the minor graces of life on our way down to 
our job ’ 

‘And — but I fear I speak to deaf ears — do they never 
impress you?’ said the Wheel 

‘Enormously,’ said the Waters ‘We have already learned six 
refined synonyms for loafing ’ 

‘But (here again I feel as though preaching in the wilderness) 
it never occurs to you that there may exist some small difference 
between the wholly animal — ah - rumination of bovine minds 
and the discerning, well-apportioned leisure of the finer type 
of intellect?’ 

‘Oh, yes The bovine mind goes to sleep under a hedge and 
makes no bones about it when it’s shouted at We’ve seen that — 
m haying-time — all along the meadows The finer type is wide 
awake enough to fudge up excuses for shirking, and mean 
enough to get stuffy when its excuses aren’t accepted Turn 
over!’ 

‘But, my good people, no gentleman gets stuffy as you call it 
A certain proper pride, to put it no higher, forbids — ’ 

‘Nothing that he wants to do if he really wants to do it. Get 
along! What are you giving us? D’you suppose we’ve scoured 
half heaven m the clouds, and half earth m the mists, to be 
taken m at this time of the day by a bone-idle, old hand-quern 
of your type?’ 

‘It is not for me to bandy personalities with you I can only 
say that I simply decline to accept the situation ’ 

‘Decline away It doesn’t make any odds. They’ll probably 
put in a turbine if you decline too much ’ 

‘What’s a turbine?’ said the Wheel quickly 
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‘A little thing you don’t see, that performs surprising re- 
volutions But you won’t decline You’ll hang on to your two 
nice red-strapped axles and your new machine-moulded pinions 
liLe - a - like a leech on a hly steml There’s centuries of work 
in your old bones if you’d only apply yourself to it; and, 
mechanically, an overshot wheel with this head of water is 
about as efficient as a turbine ’ 

‘So in future I am to be considered mechanically? I have 
been painted by at least five Royal Academicians ’ 

‘Oh, you can be painted by five hundred when you aren’t at 
work, of-course But while you are at work you’ll work You 
won’t half-stop and think and talk about rare plants and dicky- 
birds and farinaceous fiduciary interests You’ll continue to 
revolve, and this new head of water will see that you do so 
continue ’ 

It is a tnatter on which it would be exceedmgly ill-advised to 
form a hasty or a premature conclusion I will give it my most 
careful consideration,’ said the Wheel 
‘Please do,’ said the Waters gravely ‘Hullo! Here’s the Miller 
again ’ 

The Cat coiled herself m a picturesque attitude on the softest 
comer of a sack, and the Rat without haste, yet certainly without 
rest, slipped behind the sacking as though an appointment had 
just occurred to him 

In the doorway, with the young Engineer, stood the Miller 
Sruuung amazedly 

‘Well - well - well 1 ’tis true-ly won’erful An’ what a power 
o’ dirt! It come over me now looking at these lights, that I’ve 
never rightly seen my own mill before She needs a lot bein’ 
done to her ’ 

‘Ahl I suppose one must make oneself moderately agreeable 
to the baser sort. They have then uses This thing controls the 
dairy ’ The Cat, pincing on her toes, came forward and rubbed 
her head against the Miller’s knee ’ 

‘Ay, you pretty puss,’ he said, stoppmg ‘You’re as big a 
cheat as the rest of ’em that catch no mice about me A won’erful 
smooth-skinned, rough-tongued cheat you be I’ve more than 
half a mind — ’ 
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‘She does her work well,’ said the Engineer, pointing to 
where the Rat’s beady eyes showed behind the sacking. ‘Cats 
and Rats livin' together - see ? ’ 

‘Too much they do — too long they’ve done I’m sick and 
tired of it. Go and take a swim and lam to find your own vittles 
honest when you come out, Pussy.’ 

My word!’ said the Waters, as a sprawling Cat landed all 
unannounced in the centre of the tail-race ‘Is that you, 
Mewsalma? You seem to have been quarrelling with your best 
friend Get over to the left It’s shallowest there Up on that 
alder-root with all four paws Goodnight'’ 

You’ll never get any they rats,’ said the Miller, as the young 
Engineer struck wrathfully with his stick at the sacking 

They re not the common sort They’re the old black English 
sort.’ 

Are they, by Jove? I must catch one to stuff, some day.’ 


Six months later, m the chill of a January afternoon, they were 
letting in the Waters as usual > 

Come along! It’s both gears this evening,’ said the Wheel, 
kicking joyously in the first rush of the icy stream ‘There’s a 
heavy load of grist just m from Lamber’s Wood Eleven miles 
m 3n bour an ^ a half m our new motor-lorry, and the 
T , S , n £S c d five new five-candle lights m his cow-stables 
m ee mg em tonight There’s a cow due to calve. Oh, while 
I think of it, what’s the news from Callton Rise?’ 

c waters are finding their level as usual - but why do you 
ask? said the deep outpouring Waters 

,nr^ USe ^ ai ? SlCS / nd Felden and ^ Miller are talking of 

T wnc A C ^ ant J lerc and funning a saw-mill by electricity 
I was wondering whether we-’ 

yousay^’^ 1 " Pard ° n ’’ Sa,d Waters, chuckling ‘What did 

Whether we, of course, had power enough for the job It 
will be a biggish contract There’s all WarnIL „ i - u 
considered and Batten’s Ponds Is II T ^ t0 bC 

and the Churt’s Hawd system’ ’ Wltchcs Fountain ’ 

‘We’ve P° wcr enough for anything m the world,’ said the 
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Below the Mill Dam 

Waters ‘The only question is whether you could stand the 
strain if we came down on you full head ’ 

‘Of course I can/ said the Wheel ‘Mangles is going to turn 
me into a set of turbines - beauties ’ 

‘Oh — er — I suppose it’s the frost that has made us a little 
thick-headed, but to whom arc we talking’’ asked the amazed 
Waters 

‘To me - the Spirit of the Mill, of course ’ 

‘Not to the old Wheel, then 5 ’ 

‘I happen to be living m the old Wheel just at present When 
the turbines are installed I shall go and live in them What 
earthly difference does it make 5 ’ 

‘Absolutely none,’ said the Waters, ‘m the earth or in the 
waters under the earth But we thought turbines didn’t appeal 
to you ’ 

‘Not like turbines 5 Me 5 My dear fellows, turbines arc good 
for fifteen hundred rev olutions a minute - and with our power 
we can drive ’em at full speed Why there’s nothing we couldn’t 
grind or saw or illuminate or heat with a set of turbines! That’s 
to say if all the Five Watersheds arc agreeable ’ 

‘Oh, we’ve been agreeable for c\ er so long ’ 

‘Then why didn’t you tell me 5 ’ 

‘Don’t know Suppose it slipped our memory ’ The Waters 
were holding themselves in for fear of bursting with mirth 
‘How careless of you’ You should keep abreast of the age, 
my dear fellows We might have settled it long ago, if you’d 
only spoken Yes, four good turbines and a neat brick penstock 
— eh 5 This old Wheel’s absurdly out of date ’ 

‘Well/ said the Cat, who after a little proud seclusion had 
returned to her place impenitent as ever ‘Praised be Pasht and 
the Old Gods, that whatever may have happened I, at least, 
have preserved the Spirit of the Mill’’ 

She looked round as expecting her faithful ally, the Black 
Rat; but that very week the Engineer had caught and stuffed 
him, and had put him m a glass case, he bemg a genuine old 
English black rat. That breed, the report says, is rapidly dim- 
inishing before the incursions of the brown variety 
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Traffics and Discoveries cf Richard Hakluyt’s 7 he Principal Naviga- 
tions, Voyages, Trajpques and Discoveries of the English Nation 
(1598-1600) 


General Note on the Poems 

Tr “fif s an ^ discoveries was the first of Kipling’s collections for adults 
w ic interspersed stones and poems Apart from ‘The Neccssitanan’, 
none o the poems accompanied the stones when they were first 
prune in magazines The first publication of the poems was as fol- 
!™' S r Masjid-al-Aqsa’, ‘Poseidon’s Law’, ‘The Wet Litany’, 

, Kas P ar s Son &’> “The Return of the Children’ and 
Our Fathers Also in Songs from Books, 1912, ‘The Runners’, ‘Song of 
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Notes to pages 35 to 36 

the Old Guard’ and ‘From Lyden’s “Ircmus”’ in Verse , Inclusive 1 
Edition, 1927, ‘The King’s Task’ m A History of England, 1911, ‘The 
Necessitarian’ in the Saturday Evening Post, 6 December 1902, and 
then in Songs from Books 

All the poems are collected in The Definitive Edition of Rudyard 
Kipling's Verse (referred to in the Notes as Verse) 


The Captive 

First published in the U S A m Collier's Weekly, 6 December 1902, 
then in England m the Illustrated London News, Summer Number, 
1903 See Birkenhead, ch 16, Wilson, ch 4, esp pp 219-20, and 
Carrington, ch. 13, esp p 389 ‘R K ’s letters to Conland repeal (1) 
that Rudyard himself imported an experimental machine-gun for trial 
in the field, and (2) that he made friends at Cape Town with an 
American soldier of fortune, a sergeant “who had been at San Juan, 
and was a Democrat — a grey, grizzled tough old bird” This American, 
unlike the “captive”, had volunteered to fight on the British side ’ See 
also SAl, pp 209-10 ‘In a South African, post-Boer War tale called 
“The Captive”, which was built up round the phrase “a first-class 
dress parade for Armageddon”, I could not get my lighting into key 
with the tone of the monologue My Daemon said at last “Paint the 
background first once for all, as hard as a public-house sign, and leave 
it alone ” This done, the rest fell into place with the American accent 
and outlook of the teller ’ 


From the Masjtd-al-Aqsa 
Title ‘The Captive’ in Verse 


The Capttve 

He that beheveth Isaiah xxvui 16 
cutter small, lightly armed ship’s boat. 

Simonstown major naval port in False Bay, south of Cape Town in 
Cape Colony, where pows were kept during the Boer War 
Banacouta, Gibraltar, Penelope cruisers and an ironclad, in service in 
the Boer War between igoi and 1902 
transport troopship 

bow and stem front and rear ends of a ship 
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Notes to pages 36 to 40 

Dutch Reformed Church . the Calvinist Church of the Afrikaners, and 
not at all ‘conciliatory’ 

Harper’s and M'Cture’s American magazines, m which some of 
Kipling’s stones were published 
The American Tyler probably an invented Masonic journal 
automatic two-inch field-gun in which the force of recoil Is used to 
eject the empty cylinder and load the next round 
hopper funnel-shaped reservoir from which explosive is discharged 
fake, cannomte, etc vanous kinds of explosives 
Bull Durham Amencan tobacco for rolled cigarettes 
our T thpeens In 1898, after the Spanish-Amcncan war, Spam ceded 
the Philippines to the U S A In 1899 Emilio Aguinaldo, a Filipino 
national leader, demanded Philippine independence from the 
USA and led a resistance movement from February 1899 to 
April 1902 Sec p 46 

Delagoa Bay south of Lourcnfo Marques, in Mozambique 
deadheads non-paying passengers 

Pentecostal sweepings' cf ‘Et Dona Ferentcs’ (Verse, p 287), ‘I have 
watched them m their tantrums, all that Pentecostal crew’ 
Pretoria capital of the Transvaal Republic 

Kruger Paul Kruger (1825-1904), the Boer leader. President of the 
Transvaal Republic from 1882 to 1900, when he left South Africa 
to seek aid in Europe 

Kafirs' native Africans (from caffre , Arabic for unbeliever) 
kloof narrow, steep ravine 

Teddy Roosevelt's Western tour Roosevelt (1858—19x9), President of 
the USA from 1901 to 1909, and a friend of Kipling, took his 
Western’ campaigning tour before the election of November 1900 
when he was running for Vice-President 
Schenectady on the Mohawk River, New York State 
veldt open praine land in South Africa 

Mauser high-velocity 311-jnch repeating magazine rifle used by the 
oers The British found that the Boers were excellent marksmen 

and were equipped with magazine rifles, Maxims (machine-guns) 
and artillery 

Georgia Crackers poor whites from the southern state of Georgia 
ennsy vama utc German-speaking settlers in eastern Pennsylvania 

from south-west Germany and Sweden 

Tf ,7 (l f 3 r 908> ’ Pres,dent of the V S A , 

from In*: * o' t0 This was a much-quoted phrase 

from his message to Congress in 1887 

Stompiesneuk , etc* invented place-names 
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Notes to pages 41 to 45 

vedettes mounted sentries 

cossack-picquetr mounted detachment of troops posted as early- 
warning look-outs 

Thirty-fourth Street ferry crossing from Long Island to Manhattan, 
before the tunnel under the East River 
Tom Reed Republican Congressman from Maine, Speaker of the 
House of Representatives in 1895, 1898 and 1899 
mezar flat table-lands with steep sides (USA) 
breeching from the harnessing of gun horses, meaning to be reluctant 
to go forward 

Coksberg on the border of the Cape Colony and the Orange Free 
State, annexed by Free State commandos m November 1899, the 
setting of ‘The Comprehension of Private Copper’ 

Nooiigcdachf (or Noitgedacht) in the western Transvaal, forty miles 
west of Pretoria, scene of a surprise attack on a British convoy in 
December 1900 

Umballa district and town m the Punjab, where Boer p 0 w.s were 
sent. 

wan with the hoc probably a reference to the poem ‘The Man with the 
Hoe’ by the American Edward Markham (1852-1940) 
Chamberlains' Joseph Chamberlain (1836-1914), Colonial Secretary in 
the Conservative-Unionist governments of Salisbury and Balfour 
from 1895 to 1903 The Boers (and some British) thought him a 
liar for disclaiming any part m the Jameson Raid of 1895 He was 
felt to be guilty by association, and a formal clearing of his 
involvement by a Select Committee m 1897 was satirically referred 
to as ‘The Lying in State at Westminster’ 

Santos-Dumont Alberto Santos-Dumont (1873-1932), Brazilian aero- 
naut living in France who constructed dirigibles and aircraft, in- 
cluding a monoplane in 1909 

Professor Langley Samuel Pierpoint Langley (1834-1906), American 
physicist, astronomer and civil engineer who established the pos- 
sibility of powered flight in 1896 He was Secretary of the Smith- 
sonian Institution, the national museum and institute m Wash- 
ington especially concerned with ethnology, zoology and 
astrophysics 

donga steep-sided gully resulnng from soil erosion 
twist of molasses' a thread of treacle. 

deserter the British soldiers were fighting the Boers in often appalling 
conditions, and many defected to the Dutch republics 
yeoman member of voluntary cavalry force, the Imperial Yeo manr y 
founded m January 1900 and consisting mainly of keen amateurs 
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Notes to pages 46 to 52 

with little training 34,733 men were recruited during the Boer 
War 

captive of your bom and spear Jeremiah vi 27 
taffy toffee 

Mdnnhcher rifle a German repeating rifle loaded with a clip of five 
cartridges 

brainy men languishing under an effete system sec Introduction 
a tes Home Journal a monthly magazine for women, m which some 
of Kipling’s stones were published 
Lydia Ptnkham (1819-83), whose Vegetable Compound for ‘female 
troubles was advertised in all Amencan newspapers 
/ tsgah-stght the mountain from which Moses first viewed Canaan, 
which he was not allowed to enter 
star-route in thmly-populatcd distnets m the USA mail was earned 
y private firms under contract, these routes were indicated m 
postal publications by a star 

Zalinskt Edmund Zalinski (1849-1909), Polish-Amcncan Captain in 
t c S Artillery who invented m 1888 a pneumatic gun which 
used air instead of explosive as a propellant 
ox-boms wooden yokes for draught oxen 

Bracebndge Hall by Washington Irving, 1822 The hero is Squire 
Covcrlcy C> 3 nmctcenth * ccntur y version of Sir Roger dc 

on fhe Hearth a Chnstmas book by Dickens, 1846 

o/a/w- oer cf Piet’ (Verse, p 479), m which a British soldier 

,SCS *u ,S c J} en }^ * >vc known a lot 0’ men behave a dam’ sight 
worse than Piet’ 

Oran^lp St,aa Q de ^ ct (1854-1922), Commandant General of the 

“r 

ZSZ the Bne° f ^ e D 0ran & c Free State After the humiliating 

fontem was captumd^y BnushTf 00 * 7 f cbrUary I9 ° 0 ’ Blocm ' 
March 1900 y Bntish troops under Lord Roberts on 13 

as indcpMdenrby S Bntem°”?I ' ° ^ StatC ’ 3 rc P ubl,c recognized 
'I'd hke this war to last another g0 , vcrncd President Steyn 

dress-parade for ArZgctf™ ^ * P 5 *’ ‘ Irt 3 
Delarey in the western Transv^i u 

Vterkleur the Transvaal Republic^ ° Ut rr° mi,CS from Johannesburg 

NaHv'Arny cf -A Sdnb.- Wtf 


’ W ’ 'rvT tuiours 

r Pr> e J ndian Army, of Indian soldiers 
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Notes to pages 52 to 58 

commanded by British officers, was not used m South Africa (By 
taat a g re e ment, blacks were also excluded from the fighting on 
both sides, though the British did use the Africans as troops in the 
later stages of the war ) It is clear from this and from ‘A Sahibs’ 
War* that Kipling thinks the Indian Natnc Army should ha\c 
been used against the Boers 

Worcester, Paarl , Stellenbosch all towns m the Cape Colon) 

Cronjr General Piet Cronjc, a Transtaal farmer, who surrendered and 
was captured at Paardeberg on 27 February 1900 b) British forces 
under Kitchener 

St Helena a British possession, where Boer p o w s were sent 
Ordnance arm) department dealing with military supplies 
Orange Free Slate annexed b) the British on 2S Ma) 1900 
Steyr Martin Theunis Stcyn (1857-19x6), President of the Orange 
Free State, who, with Kruger, began the hostilities against the 
British (hence much disliked b) Adrian Van Z)l, Kipling’s anti- 
War, pro-Bnnsh Boer) 
picayune of little value 
aas vogelr vultures (Afrikaans) 

Federals . rebelr Van Z )1 comes from the Transvaal, which was 
made part of a ‘federation’ of lo)al states in 1877 The Liberals 
abandoned the federal policy in 1881, but Salisbury and Cham- 
berlain reiterated it m 1895 In the Cape Colon), the ‘rebs’ joined 
the Free Staters against the British (and against the ‘loyalist* 
Afrikaners) In 1900 scicra! hundred Cape rebels were captured or 
surrendered But m the second stage of the war there was renewed 
guerilla activity by the ‘rebs’ m the Colony and in 1901 much of 
the north-western Cape was in rebel hands 
the Colony the Cape Colony 

the Kimberley siegr Kimberley, on the borders of the Cape and the 
Orange Free State, was besieged by the Boers m November 1899, 
and was not relieved until 15 February 1900 
Tammany corrupt; from the corrupt politics of Tammany Hall in 
New York 

bight of a lanat looped rope of a lasso 

Monroe Doctnnr principle of U S policy which opposed the inter- 
ference of outside powers m the U S.A , enunciated by James 
Monroe, fifth President, in 1823 

long after the north is quiet the guerilla war of the ‘rebs* against the 
Colony is anticipated as outlasting the war in the Transvaal and the 
Free State 



Notes to pages S9 to 63 

The Bonds of Discipline 

First published in the U S A m Cottier’s Weekly, 15 August 1903, and 
in England in the Windsor Magazine , August 1903 It contains the 
account of the narrator’s first meeting with Pctty-Officcr Emanuel 
Pyccroft, but was not the first Pjccroft story to appear (see ‘Steam 
Tactics’) Four of the si\ Pj ccroft stones arc in Traffics and Discoveries, 
the others arc ‘A Tour of Inspection’ (1904, not in the Uniform 
Edition, but collected in the Sussex Edition) and ‘The Horse Mannes’ 
(1910, A Diversity of Creatures , 1917) There is also an unpublished 
one-act play concerning Pyccroft, The Harbour Watch, performed in 
1913 (See RG, vol IV, pp 1836ft) For Kipling’s brief anti-French 
phase, and for the Pyccroft stones, see Camngton, pp 483, 4^5» an ^ 
Wilson, eh 4, pp 207-8, 209-10 


Poseidon’s Laip 

leeward sheltered side 

Hadrm town between the mouths of the Po and the Adige, exposed to 
storms 

tempt with painted cloth sec the disguise of the torpedo-boat in ‘Their 
Lawful Occasions’ 
dromond large medieval ship 
catafract. armed Greek ship 
bireme galley with two banks of oars 

thramte and thalamitc the rowers on the upper and lower benches 
of an ancient trireme arc compared with the high and low pressures 
m a steam engine 


The Bonds of Discipline 
endurance ship’s radius of action 
profile plates illustrations to a naval reference book 
dispositions- strategic allocation of warships to particular stations 
lead boards as for official secret publications 

cruisers high-speed, long-range warships armed with medium-calibre 
weapons 

Funchal capital and chief port of the Madeira Islands 
Devonport naval dockyard town 
cutter see p 307 

wardroom officers of a warship, excepting the captain 


Notes to pages 63 to 67 

on the beach on shore 

Red Mannr until 1923 the Royal Marine Light Infantry wore red 
tunics (unlike the other branch of the Rojal Marines, the Artillery, 
who wore blue) 

second-class petty-cfficer N C .0 , comparable in rank to a sergeant in 
the armj Pjecroft’s status is frequently queried in RG , where 
Kipling is criticized for making him a warrant-officer, since this 
was a full officer, on a par with a second lieutenant in the army, 
and should not have been ranked as a pctty-officcr (See RG, vol 
IV, p 1861) 

Number One first lieutenant. 

the picket a party on police duty, keeping law and order on 
shore 

Plymouth Brother, member of the Plymouth Brethren, a puritanical 
fundamentalist religious sect 

first cutter one of two, hoisted on the starboard side of the ship 
our owner the Captain 

Ascension Ascension Island in the Atlantic, part of the British 
Empire 

matlow from matelot (French for sailor), self-adopted nickname for 
all blue-jackets 

Yeoman of Signals- petty-officer, in a Second Class cruiser usually 
senior signals officer 

line-head as in ‘line ahead’, formation adopted by naval unit for 
manoeuvring straight on 

ong eshlong- or en ichelon, formation adopted by naval or military unit 
for manoeuvring gradually 
breech lower part 

starboard right-hand side of ship when facing nose or bow 
four point seven naval gun of 4.7' calibre. 
buntm'-tosser signalman. 

Boots- forbidden m the galley 
lyin’ to being hove to, stopped 
sugared euphemistic expletive 

ajler-’atch opening m the poop or quarterdeck with ladder gomg 
down to the officers’ quarters 

under forced draught very high speed, got by increasing the supply of 
air to the boilers by special fans 

ram-bow a bow with a projecting underwater spur for ramming the 
enemy, 1 e a protruding jaw 

piebald warrant-rank- between a commissioned officer and an N C O 
foot seamen were usually barefoot on deck 
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Notes to pages 67 to 71 

Nay, nay , Paulme catch-phrase from The Lady of Lyons (1838) by 
Bulwer-Lytton 

post-captam captain in the Royal Navy who has commanded an im- 
portant warship, the term distinguished a real captain from a 
commander (who might also be referred to as ‘captain’) 
part brass-rags quarrel 

R M L I. Royal Marine Light Infantry See note on p 313 
without anythin' more the ship’s company’s mam meal was at 
midday 

Vtgo port in north-west Spain 

Dick Deadeye a one-eyed seaman in Gilbert and Sullivan’s JIMS 
Pinafore 

leather-neck Royal Marine (a seaman’s term) 
wardroom here, officers’ mess 

cordite mouth used by malingerers, chewing it produced a headache 
and slight nausea 

wardroom joints bein’ lower-deck hash (or mess-deck stew) i c when 
officers’ conversation is heard aft and retailed on the mess deck 
sailing-cutter ( fancy-ng ) championship sailing race m which boats could 
depart from the standard official ng 
squee-jee band made up of anything to hand (e g combs), and called 
after the implement used for drying the decks 
three points off the port bow about 34 0 to the left of the direction of the 
front of the ship 
collier coal-ship 

broke the boom a boom placed across the mouth of the harbour, which 
could be used to prevent torpedoes entering, and could be blown 
up by attaching explosives to it and firing them all together 
three ’ undred and ninety-six revolutions' 1 e. very high speed 
'oly stones' holystones, slabs used for scrubbing and whitening the 
decks 

three-way-discharge devil a three-way-discharge pipe attached to the 
ship’s fire main, which allowed three hoses to be used 
eight bells- end of the second dog-watch at 8 p m 
inverse ration 1 c slowly 
flat-foot seaman 

detail personnel for specific duties 
magazines' weapons store 
ong reggle en regie 

slave-dhomn Arab sailing-ship carrying slaves from Africa to Arabia 
Tajurrah Bay at the western end of the Gulf of Aden, on the Red Sea 
My sword During the court-martial of an officer his sword is put on 
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Notes to pages 72 to 77 

the table before the court. If acquitted, his sw ord is turned with its 
hilt towards him 

blue slop rig- sailor’s ready-made outfit issued from paymaster’s store 
thort-shipr athwart ships, at nght angles to the ship’s fore and aft 
lmes 

split half whisky, half soda 

ash-hmsf device for removing ash from the boiler-room to the upper 
deck, worked by a small steam-engine 
fore-ad -aft bridge a gangway connecting the forecastle and the poop 
‘Listen to the Baud' hit song from A Runaway Girl (1898), musical by 
Seymour Hicks and Harry Nicholls 
sanakatowzer (or sanakatowmer), a violent blow 
Gosport naval base near Portsmouth 
spit-hid spittoon 
cheer o-p arty ship’s picnic party 
Chtpr carpenter 
ttffier artificers 

Pusser ship’s storekeeper (purser) 
bed-platr engine seating 
Maxim machine-gun 
Fratton seedy area of Portsmouth 

booms- storage for spars and bigger boats, abo\ e the weather deck 
Charley Peace an English criminal (1832-79), hanged at Leeds and 
represented in the Chamber of Horrors 
mdkee-pigeon conduct of business 

Irysatlr stall used at that tame on cruisers in case of engine failure and 
for steadying 

stun’sler stunsails, light auxiliary sails used for speed 
calaboose jail 

Voltaire's Habakkuk ‘Habacuc etait capable de tout 5 (see Notes & 
Queues, clxxxi, 46) 

commerce-destroyers Before the Entente Cordiale of 1904, some French 
cruisers were threatening British merchant ships 
‘A Life on the Ocean Wave' a song by Epes Sargent (1813-80), adopted 
as the march of the Royal Marines 
tohu-bohu pandemonium 

vtgtas navigational hazards which have been reported but not con- 
firmed 

chenaler to follow the winding of a channel, to seek a passage in 
shallow water 

lead weight for plumbing depths 

bonnets in a needlecase the French bonnettes en £tut means studdme- 
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Notes to pages j8 to 8j 

sails could be mistranslated as ‘bonnets in a needlecase’ (See RG, 
vol IV, p 1720) 
bundoop (or bundook), rifle 
free-knowlcdge-ist 1 e phrenologist 

Captatn of the Head the ship’s lavatory attendant, normally excused 
other duties 

Sn ° ~ was about say snotty, for midshipman 

coc ~ 1 the yards to set at a lopsided angle as a sign of mourning 

yellow jack- yellow fever, 

broken firebars to sink the corpse 
shotted weighted 

stxteen-mch kick i6i" guns were the largest in the Navy until 1917 
a v ,f ngt ca ™ °' er froi o ‘The Dream’ by Byron 
P tnstone an Bruce Conservative Members of Parliament for 
Portsmouth, elected m 1874 

Amalekites tribe hostile to the Israelites (Exodus xvn) 

0 captains talk like that ?’ Mr Chucks, in Captain Manyat’s 
Peter Simple (1834), does 
The Strict Q T on the quiet. 
brass- atted officers 


udiuus war 

and in Enaland * l C ^ m Golher's Weekly, 7 December 1901. 

ch 6, esp pp 158^62 for kT fV ZWe ' Dccember r 9 or See SM > 
and around Bloemfontein K i P ' mg , s “Penence of the Boer War m 
the Battle o f K*n r v ' an ^ ^ or bls tnvolvement as a spectator in 

story bee also Carrington, ch 13, esp pp 368-72 


Subtitled 'Indian Frontier* 1904* in Verse 
Nimrud Nimrod, the Hunter 


A Sahibs' War 

Kroonstadt m the Orange Free State 

- *• ^ Co,o„ y , about 800 uuta 



Notes to pages 8j to 91 

where the horses are Stellenbosch was the Mam Remount Depot m the 
Boer War 

Gurgaon district and town to the south of Delhi 
Punjab - m Kipling’s time, a province m the north-w est of British India, 
where he and his parents U\cd, m Lahore 
Sikh monotheistic Hindu sect, like the Gurkhas, famous fighters 
Amntzar (or Amritsar), the holy city of the Sikhs, m the 
Punjab 

Attaree between Lahore and Amritsar 

Sirdar Dyal Singh Attareewalla 1 e a man from Attaree whose name 
was Dyal Singh, and who was a Sirdar, or noble 
Surtee woman a woman from Surat, about 150 miles north of 
Bombay 

Jullundur (or Jalandhar), about seventy-five miles east of Lahore, 
fifty miles from Attaree 

Sobraon decisive battle on 16 February 1846, m the first Sikh 
war 

Lance-Duffadar lance-corporal 
Buwwa 1 c ‘burra’, great, 

Pathanr Muslims from north-west India 
Boer-log- the people of the Boers 

a Sahib called Eger In December 1898 unrest spread among the Uit- 
landers on the Rand following the shooting of one of them, a 
man called Edgar, by a Boer policeman after a brawl (Uitlanders 
were the mostly British immigrants who had moved mto South 
Africa during the gold boom years of the 1890s, and whose claim 
for political rights was the sparking-point for the Second Boer 
War) 

Tirah border country between India (now Pakistan) and Afghanistan, 
where there was a winter campaign from October 1897 to April 
1898 

‘It is for Hind that the Sahibs are fighting this war’ not only for the 
prestige of the Empire, but to keep the Cape sea-routes to India, 
one of the Empire’s mam life-lines 
nngstraked having bands of colour round the body 
Tochi Tirah Buner men from the tribes on the north-western 
border often recruited mto the government army 
Watson’s Hotel a famous Bombay hotel which earned on until 
1919 

Khalsa meaning ‘pure’, a Sikh religious organization 
dak-bungalow one of a senes of government bungalows put up for 
travellers along the principal district roads Government officials 
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Notes to pages gi to 97 

v had priority for their use and often transacted business in 
them 


grass-cutter a caste, with a specific occupation 
Puttiala (or Patiala), the chief native state of the Punjab, which 
remained loyal to the British during the Mutiny See ‘In the Pres- 
ence’ (1912, A Diversity of Creatures , 1917) 
horses About 352,864 horses were sent to South Africa during the war, 
including about 3,000 from India The avoidable wastage of 
mounts was huge and was due to incompetent horse-manage- 
ment, lack of care of the horses after disembarkation, and the 
remorseless treatment of the columns under Kitchener’s general- 
ship Out of a total of 750,000 horses in use on both sides, probably 
500,000 perished (Sec The Boer War , Eversley Belficld, Cooper, 
1975 ) 

Fingoes Bantus, thought to be a reliable tribe and used as servants by 
the British 

Jehad holy war against infidels undertaken by Muslims 
Indus one of the great nvers m northern India 
tall, light Sahibs Canadians The New Zealand and Queensland 
colonies were the first to send volunteers to fight for the Uitlan- 
ders The Royal Canadian Regiment was prominent at Paardebcrg 
The vine leaf’ was the maple leaf emblem on the Canadian uni- 
form 

Rajputs Hindu military caste descended from the original warrior 
caste 


Ustrelyahs Australians 
Khatbar Khyber Pass 


Hlmedatalone m Burma expedition against King Thebaw, last of the 
urmese monarchy, who was deported to India, his kingdom was 
annexed by Lord DufFcnn on i January 1886 
a u w ere t e British legation was massacred by Afghan troops on 

3 September 1879 The British Resident at Kabul was Sir Pierre 
Cavagnan (1841-79) 

Bala Htssar thc south-eastern fort of the city of Kabul 

^thrSa^M™ 311 ^ H r C includcd the Afghan War of 1878-90, 

afain^r w EXpedm0nS ° f 1888 a "d 1891, the 

Chakdara and Malal- *4™ l895, the defcnce and re,ie ^ of 

jggg n m *897, and the fighting in the Tirah in 


Zenab valley the Chenab Valley in the 
nullah ravine or watercourse 
kraal enclosure. 


Punjab 
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Notes to pages 102 to 107 

babul acacia 

pom-pom long-range Maxim automatic onc-pounder quick-firing gun 
cartoucher 1 e. cartridges 

St rr^onumentum ‘If you would see his monument, look around’ 
(epitaph to Christopher Wren in St Paul’s) 


‘Their Lawful Occasions’ 

First published in two parts in the U S A in Collier's Weekly, 3 and 10 
October 1903, and then m England in the Windsor Magazine , De- 
cember 1903 and January 1904 The second, chronologically, of the 
Pjecroft stones, and the third to be printed Based on Kipling’s cx- 
penencc of two weeks of naval manoeuvres with the Channel Fleet m 
July 1897, and another trip in September 1898 on H M S Pelorus , a 
20-knot, Third Class cruiser Described m A Fleet in Being Notes of 
Two Trips with the Channel Squadron , 1898 See also Wilson, pp 206— 
7, Carrington, pp 300-301, 307-9, and letter to Rider Haggard of ro 
July 1897, quoted in Cohen, p 33 T\c just come off a fortnight with 
the Channel Squadron off the North Coast of Ireland - rather a jolly 
time Now, any nation save ourschcs, with such a fleet as we have at 
present, would go out swiftly to trample the guts out of the rest of the 
w orld, and the fact that we do not seems to show that even if we aren’t 
very civilized, we’re about the one power with a glimmering of ava- 
lization in us ’ 


The Wet Litany 

scattering- to squatter, to plunge through water 
Uttered doorways- the watertight doors, lettered for identification, 
which divide the ship into a senes of separate compartments, closed 
for secunty 

Uaismtn taking soundings by hand from a platform forward of the 
bndge 

lessened count 1 e ship moving into shallower waters 
turn keeping the line ahead formation The lead ship would signal its 
change of direction by a code signal 


'Their Lawful Occasions’ 

Navy Prayer from ‘Forms of Prayer to be used at Sea’ in the Book of 
Common Prayer 
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Notes to pages 107 to 114 

Portland naval base m Dorset 
destroyers heavily armed warships 
flagship on which the commander is aboard 

15,000 tons In 1903 the typical battleship was a steel ship of about 
17,000 tons with four 12-inch guns in two turrets and up to forty 
smaller guns, with a speed of 18 to 19 knots 
leader of the second line second group of forces The phrase combines 
‘the lee line’, used from sailing-ship days, and ‘the second division’ 
The Pedantic was the flagship of the Rear-Admiral second-m- 
Command 

tender Fleet repair ship 

torpedo-boat small high-speed warship for torpedo attacks 
Frobisher fictional, but something like Sir Harry Stephenson, com- 
mander of the Channel Squadron when Kipling made his two 
naval cruises 

ttjfy engine-room artificer 
dynamos cf generators 
stick-and-string bateaus sailing-ships 

groovin’ rifling of a gun, which when worn makes the gun shoot 
wildly 

camber upward curve at centre of ship’s deck, meaning that they are 
on deck ‘abaft the forecastle’ 

between the first-class torpedo-boat and the full-blooded destroyer 1 e 
140 feet long, displacement 130 tons, armed with three light 
guns and three torpedo-tubes, with a maximum speed of 23 
knots 

dragoman Middle Eastern guide. 
cutter ship’s boat used as a lifeboat 
snotty midshipman 

casement * 1 e casemate, an armoured compartment on the mam deck 
for a 6-inch gun 

tripes — swipes — ullage all naval slang for garbage 
bulkhead upright partition in a ship 

Thornycrofi boat Yarrow mark both famous shipbuilders of 
torpedo craft on the Thames 

Grecian bend a fashionable shape m the early and late nineteenth 
century, produced by a narrow waist and a bustle 
wash-streak wash-strake or washboard, a portable plank which can be 
fitted to the gunwale to raise the height of a boat’s side 
torpedo-coxswain helmsman, and key rating, of a torpedo-boat. For 
the variations m Pyccroft’s rating, see note to ‘The Bonds of 
Discipline , p 313 Here he is a first-class petty-officer 
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Notes to pages 114 to 121 

LTO , T I n M D Leading Torpedo Operator, Torpedo Instructor, 
Doctor of Med iane 

the Start Start Point, at the southern tip of Devon 
executin’ m anticipation A flagship would normally signal an order, 
wait for the ships to acknowledge it, and then make the Executive 
signal for the order to be earned out Captains trying to steal a 
march in competition with other ships would sometimes carry out 
the order before receiving the Execume signal 
Britannia naval training ship 

steam-pinnace (or picket boat), between forty and fifty-six feet long 
and of 12 to 18 tons 

jams his turretr 1 e. silences his arguments 

topper punt fight craft with a copper sheath over the wooden hull, not 
a fast boat. 

De Rougemongr Louis de Rougemont, alias of Louis Gnn (1847- 
r 9 21 )> famous world traveller, whose articles m the Wide 
World Magazine in 1898 desenbed his (mostly unbelievable) 
adventures 

gouged 'is unprotected ends open The central section of the ship, with 
the turrets, magazines and mam machinery, was enclosed inside 
thick armour Forward and aft of this ‘citadel’, the bow and stern 
had no vertical armour 

holdtn’-down bolt, needed to keep up the pretence that they are a 
destroyer with a 12-pounder gun 

Pocket- transport-boat for goods, passengers, etc., on short journeys 
-wzari the Lizard peninsula, the southernmost tip of Cornwall 
Torbay- inlet of the English Channel near Torquay in Devon 
economical radius- how fast a steamship can travel, starting with full 
bunkers (1 e. as much fuel as possible), if it is to make maximum 
distance. 

xwept bunkers - 1 e emptied of fuel 

forty-nine, forty-five, or four about, and three east according to RG , vol 
p 1741, this should be 3 0 west, not east: Kipling has applied 
his longitude m the wrong way and this positron w ould put him 
miles inland in France 

email balls of fire With coal-fired boders, sudden changes of speed 
could produce flames from the funnels (which could give away the 
positron of destroyers attacking by night) 
tommies- duffel coats worn on torpedo-boats 

gimbals- device of interlocking rings for suspending compass, chrono- 
meter, etc. 

lop awkward movement. 


321 



Notes to pages 121 to 125 

full-satled sailing-ships were still common 
gobbles coastguards 

yeoman o' signals minor officer in signals 
five-flag hoists group of five signal flags 
caulk sleep 

war the Spanish-Amencan war of 1898 
stokers cinders 

‘The wind went down ' In Verse as ‘The Egg-shell 5 with alterations 
and additions 

First verse, line 1, ‘went down’ changed to ‘took off 1 , line 7, 
‘him’ to 'him' 

Second verse added 

The wind fell dead with the midnight - 
The fog shut down like a sheet. 

When the Witch of the North heard the Egg-shell 

Feeling by hand for a fleet 

‘Get!’ she said, *or you’re gone,’ she said, 

But the little Blue Devil said ‘No 1 
The sights arc just coming on,’ he said, 

And he let the Whitehead [torpedo-boat] go 

Third verse, line 7 ‘think 5 to ‘think’ 
reformers and revolutionists’ In 1905 Fisher, the First Sea Lord, earned 
out major reforms in the British Navy, which had been under 
discussion for some time 

Hat Crusade possibly a movement against the wcanng of hats in the 
late nineteenth century? 

zoetrope- a scientific toy, also known as ‘The Wheel of Life’, converting 
a senes of still pictures into a semblance of motion 
Berthon Edward Lyon Berthon (1813-99), an Anglican clergyman 
who invented a folding canvas boat. 

Chinaman sailing-vessel trading to China 
purfled with a border 

steerage-way speed sufficient to allow the rudder to control the ship’s 
course 

scrooped creaked 
barks- sailing-vessels 

bowsprit spar projecting from the bow of a vessel 
bobstay a strong rope between a bowspnt and the stem of a vessel, for 
holding down the bowspnt 

fenders’ cushioning protection (made of ropes, etc ) against collision, 
thrown over the side of a ship 
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Notes to pages 125 to 132 

Brtxham fishing village near Torbay 

to port on the left-hand side of the trawler when facing nose or bow 
mndlast for weighing anchor or handling a rope under strain 
trawl-beam or trawl-line? A long line to which shorter hooked lines arc 
attached 

tight slack middle part of an extended rope 

condenser water sea water used to cool and so condense the steam from 
the engines 

Prawle Point fifteen miles south-west of Bnxham 
gajf spar sloping upwards from a mast, from which the ensign is 
flown at sea 
pouched pocketed 

frock coat and a comforter an odd combination of a formal long 
coat and a woollen scarf 

compass dematwnr one of the errors of the magnetic compass when it 
is affected by the iron of the ship The implication is that the 
Agatha is navigated by instinct rather than science 
donkey-man engineer 
M de C ’ see ‘The Bonds of Discipline’ 
the forward three-pounder one of the ship’s guns 
The bar of the back-sight the sight of the gun nearest to the stock 
foresight the sight of the gun nearest to the muzzle 
Lwermead Beach about a mile west of Torquay 
Navy-strokr some ships had an individual style of rowing, but there 
v.as probably less of a standard Navy style than Kipling is sug- 
gesting here 

torpedo-nets- wire nets which protected a ship at anchor from torpedo 
attacks 

Marconi installation radio or wireless set; cf ‘Wireless’ for Kipling’s 
interest in Marconi The Marconi radio was contracted by the 
t Royal Navy in 1900 

Short on your anchor f reduce the amount of cable out, to make the 
ship swing with a shorter radius 

gooseneck- a connection on the inner end of a boom or derrick, allowing 
it to pivot freely 
casements- see note on p 320 

stern-walk- a balcony round the stem outside the captain’s cabin 
sponsorr outboard support for a gun 
stem the bow 

Patti Adelina Pam, the famous nineteenth-century soprano 

lymph 1 e the paint for stencilling 

bald an’ unconvtnan ' from Gilbert's The Mikado 



Notes to pages 133 to 143 

nix mangiare 1 c thm or starving Naval phrase derived from the 
Custom House steps at Malta, known to sailors as the ‘nix mangiare’ 
steps because of the beggars there 
Casquet the Casquets, rocky islands six miles west of Alderney 
Dodman Dodman Point, a headland on the south coast of Cornwall 
ptvot-ship the Guide of the Fleet 
pipes boatswain’s signals 
whaler a ship’s boat 
ram lower part of a ship’s stem 
half a tide about six hours 

breech-block metal block in breech-loading firearms, which is with- 
drawn to insert the cartridge and replaced to close the breech 
before firing 

call-boys who repeated the signals all over the ship, in the days before 
public address systems 

flash-plates steel or iron plates fitted under the muzzle of the after 
gun to protect the teak quarter-deck from the flash 
Abtgatl Nabal’s wife, who ingratiated herself with King David and 
then became his wife (Samuel 1 25) 
make and mend clothes a naval holiday 

blue peter signal flag of blue, with a white square, displayed by vessel 
about to leave port 

opus alexandnnum ornate marble and mosaic work 
jargoon colourless type of zircon 


The Comprehension of Private Copper 

Tirst published m The Strand and Everybody’s Magazine m October 

\ j o C ? r ^ ar ^ )ecn over f° r S1X months when it was pub- 

l 7 In rTo° n ; PP 217-20, and C A Bodclson, Aspects of Kipling's 

MaiJh ™ Ch 8 H the essay ‘ The Sm of Witchcraft’, The Times , 15 
March 1900, in RG, vol V, pp 2546-52 


1 he King s Task 

Altcn.at.ve Mlc, 'The Saxon Foundaoons of England' There .a a ver 

Z? oreTwYf'' whKh Salons count the coat o 
thcr victory over a fool, ah people’ , S p ee ch , 0 King Edward 

what wc had not and to have what wc did not hold 
— 324 ' 



Notes to pages 144 to 14 7 

The Saxons say that the battle has purged them of ‘Sloth and 
Pnde’ 


The Comprehension of Private Copper 
Colcsberg- see note on p 309 

helmet back-first the helmet came straight down over the forehead and 
made it impossible to see properly when crawling 
Naaumport important railway junction m the Cape Colony 
khaki operational uniform for the British soldiers m the Second Boer 
War (after their red coats had made them vulnerable in 1880) 
Lcc-Mctford British army rifle, invented by William Ellis Metford 
and improved by S P Lee m 1888 
grey tweed if he were a Boer he would have been wearing broadcloth, 
probably black. 

Umballa (or Amballa), a city in India with a large Eurasian (or Anglo- 
Indian, or half-caste) population. 

Wilmington Cuckmerr in Sussex 

Ragged Schools' free elementary education for the poor 

Tommy any private soldier 

‘True Affection’ see SM, p 151, for Kipling’s supplying ‘Hignett’s 
True Affection’, cake tobacco for smoking and chewing, to the 
troops m South Africa 

East India Railway largely staffed by Eurasians 
drift- ford (S A.) 

an English gentleman, who could not tell a lie After the annexation of 
the Transvaal by Disraeli to the British Crown in 1877, with the 
aim of creating a loyal self-governing federation of South African 
colonies, relations with the Boers were not improved by Sir Garnet 
Wolseley, High Commissioner for South-East Africa from 1879 to 
1880, announcing when he took up his position that ‘the sun would 
forget to shine and the Vaal flow backwards sooner than the British 
flag would cease to fly over the Transvaal’ Kruger revolted in 
1880, resulting in the First Boer (or Transvaal) War As a result of 
the defeat at Majuba, Gladstone’s Liberals abandoned the feder- 
ation policy, and in August 1881 the Transvaal was granted self- 
government under the ‘suzerainty’ of Queen Victoria and renamed 
the South African Republic. 

prisoner of war This may be the speaker’s exaggeration. His father 
would have been subject to the Boer government of the Transvaal 
after 1881, but not as a prisoner of war He would have b 
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Notes to pages 148 to 152 

treated by the Boers like the other Uitlanders, both British and 
foreign — treatment which gave rise to great dissatisfaction 
sjambok heavy whip, still used by the South African police (cf 
‘shambuk’, p 151) 

Majuba scene of the crushing defeat of Sir George Gilley by the 
Boers in the First Boer War 

Ladysmith under siege by the Boers in October-Novembcr 1899 Brit- 
ish forces ncrc unable to relieve it in ‘Black Week* of December 
1899 It was eventually relieved in February 1900 
Lstcourt south of Ladysmith, scene of a British withdrawal in 
November 1899 and of the derailing of an armoured train on 15 
November 


toy all [sic] people tn Cape Town the Cape Dutch 
There tsn t a tugger Kipling anticipated very' clearly the way the blacks 
would be treated in South Africa in the twentieth century 
cross-bandohers shoulder-belt for cartridges 

finger-nails the discoloration of the cuticle in a Caucasian is supposed 
to indicate the persistence of Indian or negro blood 
pukka bazar chee-cliee authentic half-caste intonation as heard in the 
Indian bazaars The implication js that the man was not a Eurasian, 
an that Kipling is drawing an analogy between racial debasement 
and disloyalty to British rule (Wilson, p 219, however, supposes 
him to be a Eurasian ) 

Jcrrold s Weekly Lloyd's Weekly News , edited by the Jerrolds, father 

an son, a pro-Boer periodical banned from circulation among the 
Untish troops m South Africa 

su ^ te ™ °f^ cer of inferior rank m citizen army 

u 'Pl ln £ 15 satirizing anb-war rhetoric, which up to 
such a^w Unc * cr ky ‘Mafehing’ fever - though critics 

anon » „ y n ^ man i leader of the Social Democratic Fcdcr- 

Chns’tianfinmdeS’ mMoo \ C f 0nspincy , of ‘> w capitalists and 

growing Taw u” r °^ After 1900 the anti-war voices were 

tary of ( l8 3&~i9°8), Secre- 

of 1892-c Liberal o dstone s and Rosebery’s governments 

air: Md f « ^ ™ ^ 

government to the defeated P°t " ’ ,0 ?’ whe " he I™ self ' 
methods of burning fame a i states )» called Kitchener’s 
Homing farms and lands and putting civilians into 
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Notes to pages 152 to 156 

camps the ‘methods of barbarism’ m a speech on 14 Julj 1901 to 
the National Reform Unit. Emily Hobhousc drew attention in 
1901 to the appalling conditions in the concentration-camps (where 
about 26,000 Boer women and children and 14,000 Africans died 
between September 1900 and June 1902) Kipling’s comment (in 
SM, p 162) is ‘From the business point of view the war was 
ridiculous We charged oursclv es step by step with the care and 
maintenance of all Boerdom - women and children included 
Whence homble talcs of our atrocities in the conccn trad on- 
camps ’ 

Bermuda Umballa . Ceylon stations to which Boer p o w.s were 
sent 

’E sent us ’is blessm' Campbell-Bannerman was defeated on a Commons 
vote m June 1895 that he had failed to secure an adequate supply 
of cordite for the army, and the government resigned 

the Times not The Times, but Lloyd ’ s Weekly Newspaper, which, 
being officially banned to the troops, could not be ashed for by 
name by an officer 

K 0’ K Kitchener of Khartoum, successor to Lord Roberts as 
Commandcr-in-Chicf in 1900 


Steam Tactics 

First published in England in the Windsor Magazine, December 1902, 
2nd m the USA m the Saturday Evening Post, 6 December 1902 
(with ‘The Necessitarian’) This is the first published Pyecroft story 
an d in the Windsor Magazine was prefaced by a letter to Pyecroft, 
which reads in pare 

I always thought, as you said three years ago, that it would be a sm and a 
shame not to make a story out of some of the things that have happened 
between you and Hindi chile and me, every time we met. 

Now I ha\ e written out some of the talcs Of course, I ought to have stuck to 
what I knew would go down quietly; but one thmg leading to another, I put it 
*11 in, and it made six Number One tales. I put in about the reply-telegram at 
Wool — when you and Cordery tried to help the dumb girl with die pig; I put in 
about the Plymouth baby - the night after the Belligerent paid off, and I put in 
about Portland Station and the Captain, and the penny-piece which we saw 
Nevertheless, when it was all done, a man that I can trust in the literary Imc 
said that, to go down at all, those last three numbers would have to be translated 
into French, and he commended me to hand them over to a captain in the 



Notes 

French navy called Loti [Pierre Loti (1859-1923), writer and French naval 
officer ] I did not care to accede to this, so I took them out and laid them by till 
happier times 

The other two talcs [‘Their Lawful Occasions’ and ‘The Bonds ofDisciphnc’J 
you checked yourself, viva voce , before last Manoeuvres, but I put some more 
to them on my own later, and it is very likely that I have not got all the Navy 
minutiae quite right You will see, as these stones come out, the care I have 
taken to disguise your name and rating, and everything else that might reflect 
upon you Unless you care to give yourself away, which I never known you to 
do yet, detection is quite impossible 

P S Since writing the above there has been a hitch about the Antonio talc 
[‘The Bonds of Discipline’] and the proceedings of No 267 [‘Their Lawful 
Occasions’], it being freely alleged that Antonio won’t go down, because it is a 
bit too thick (this shows how much people know), and 267 would be subversive 
to discipline, as well as likely to annoy admirals Consequently I have had to 
begin at the wrong end - with the motor trips - which is about the same as 
securing arms at the beginning of G Q’s [General Quarters, 1 c practice action 
exercises], if I am right in my technical inferences Both you and Hinchchff 
will thus suffer from being presented to the public manoeuvring upon the land, 
which is not your natural element, instead of the sea, which is I, being the 
author, am not supposed to have any feelings 

For Kipling’s enthusiasm for motoring, see SM, pp i 77 ~ 8 > ® ir " 
kenhead, pp 236-7, Carrington, pp 431-2, and letter from Kiphng, 
April 1904, included in Alexander Filson Young, The Complete 
Motorist, 1904, pp 285-8, which reads m part 

I like motoring because I have suffered for its sale I began seven years ago 
in the days of tube ignition, when 6 h p was reckoned fair allowance for a 
touring car, and fifteen miles an hour was something to talk about The 
chief end of my car, so far as I am concerned, is the discovery of England To 
me it is a land full of stupefying marvels and mysteries, and a day in the car in 
an English county is a day in some fairy museum where all the exhibits arc aloe 
and real and yet none the less delightfully mixed up with books For instance, 
in six hours, I can go from the land of the Ingoldsby Legends by way of the 
Norman Conquest and the Barons’ War into Richard Jefferies’ country, and so 
through the Regency, one of Arthur Young’s less known tours, and Celia's 
Arbour, into Gilbert White’s territory Horses, after all, are only horses, but the 
car is a time-machine on which one can slide from one century to another at no 
more trouble than the pushing forward of a lever 

For other motoring stones, see ‘The Vortex’ (1914, A Diversity of ' 
Creatures, 19x7), and ‘The Village that Voted the Earth was Flat 5 (A 
Diversity of Creatures, 19x7) Rider Haggard, in a letter to his wife of 
22 November 1904 (Cohen, p S3 ), noted that Kipling ‘don’t drive 


-loft 
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1 >1 

Steam Tactics 

Steam Tact ter term used by the Navy for manoeuvres training flag 
officers and captains to handle ships, after steam had superseded saiL 
Ml bells preceded horns on early cars 

My engineer The manufacturers of the Locomobile, Kipling’s first 
, “car, sent an engineer and chauffeur (A F Kent) with the car 
iopjer small hills (S A.) 

m derogation of good mannerr official punishable offence in the Naval 
1 1 Discipline Act 

Twenty-Jive- Kipling bought a Locomobile in the summer of 1900 It 
' was a steam car designed by the American Stanley brothers in 
1899, a very light petrol-burning steam runabout, popular at the 
turn of the century but too troublesome and faulty for serious 

- work. 25 m.p.h would have been its absolute maximum, and the 

- engineer is probably ‘loyally 5 exaggerating here. 
pmntur,t ship’s tender. 

forced draught, means of increasing the air pressure m a boiler (so as to 
increase fuel consumption and hence power) 
artificer engineer m the Navy. 
hilgmr engine 

The petrol will light up In the Locomobile, vaporized petrol provided 
the fuel for the boiler, and could explode if the car upset 
three hoops up full of beer 
evolution- naval drill or exercise. 
tn id-link - 1 e. in neutral 
T.B.D . torpedo-boat destroyer 
tijfier engine-room artificers 

the immortal Navy doctor possibly Smollett, one-time naval surgeon 

- and author of Roderick Random 
con- 1 steer. 

rtaker track left by a ship in the water Hinchchffe is steering erratic- 
ally 

Nfty, nay, Pauline- see note on p 3x4. 

South-Easter at Simonstown- Until 1909, ships at the naval port south 
of Cape Town had to lie at anchor exposed to the stron g south-east 
. wind. An artificial harbour was built m 1909 
drag-roper reference to the Naval and Military Tournament field-gun 
, " competition 

three-mile limit limit of national territorial waters 
sudorific causing sweating 

Boxer, member of a Chinese anti-foreign secret society who attacked 
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foreign missions and legations There was a movement to suppress 
it m 1900 called the Boxer War 

Out pinnace an’ creep for it Objects lost overboard were recovcre 
by a boat towing a hook with several prongs called a grapnel, along 
the bottom, a process known as ‘creep mg’ 
runntn’ trials Kipling attended the speed trials of H M S Mallard in 
1897 

Twenty-three and a half miles an hour In 1896 the law requiring a man 
to walk ahead of a motor vehicle carrying a red flag (with the spe 
limit at 4 m p h ) was changed, and the speed limit became 12 
m p h In 1899 a driver was convicted at Brighton for cxcee ing 
the limit. He was fined £3 and costs, or twenty-one days in jai 
His speed was 12 m p h He was told by the clerk of the court at 
4 m p h should be fast enough for anyone In 1903, the Motor ^r 
Act made it necessary for all vehicles to be registered, and e 
speed limit was raised to 20 m p h Throughout this period ere 
was enormous hostility to drivers from carters, carriage drivers, 
cyclists and the police, who frequently used police ‘speed traps (as 
m this story) to get their own back on the ‘nobs’ 

Then was seen cf , in Napier’s History of the Peninsular c 

description of the ‘Fusilier Brigade’ at Albuera m 1811 T en 
was seen with what strength and majesty the British so ier 
fights ’ 

ratin' status of a man in the Navy 

concentrated Boer Pyecroft means a Boer prisoner m a concentration- 
camp See note on p 3Z6 ( Old Barbarity) 
traverse zig-zag course (nautical) 
jaunty Master-at-Arms m charge of ship’s police 
dhow see note on p 314. 

Tajurrah see note on p 314 

Robert any constable, after Sir Robert Peel who founded the English 
police 

St Leonard’s Forest m Sussex, between Horsham and Crawley 
Octopod invented name (the car is like Kipling’s second car, a Lan- 
chestcr) 

Saul Nimshi Saul was the son of Kish, Nimshi ‘dnveth furiously’ 
(II Kings ix 20) 

Furious a cruiser of 5,750 tons and 10,000 horsepower^ the faseur was 
an 810-ton torpedo-boat of 2,500 horsepower 
daped bounced 

Nellie Barren cockney music-hall star of the 1890s, much admired by 
Kipling 


Notes to pages 176 to 180 

Voter a pantomime family of dancers, singers and clowns, famous in 
the 1870s and 1880s 

Judic Anne Mane Louise Judic (1850-1911), famous French actress 
and singer 

Long Man of Hillingdon suggested by the Long Man of Wilmington, a 
man’s figure 240 feet long, grasping a staff m each hand, cut on 
the hillside above the village of Wilmington, betw cen Pc\ ensey 
and Lewes 

Captain Nemo commander of the submarine Nautilus m Jules Vcmc’s 
20,000 Leagues Under the Sea (1869) 

The prtvate zoo Sir Edmund Lodcr created a garden at Lconardslcc, 
near Horsham, in which he turned the hammer ponds into a 
‘miniature lake land’ ( Kipling Journal, no 30, June 1934, p 33) 
and acclimatized a large number of foreign animals, including 
antelopes, zebras, springboks, prairie dogs and kangaroos The 
Kiplmgs visited Lconardslcc m July 1902 


‘Wireless’ 

First published m Scribner’s Magazine, August 1902 See Kipling’s 
schoolboy parody of Keats in his copy of Longer English Poems, ed 
J W Hales, 1878 (reprinted in Early Verse by Rudyard Kipling i8jg— 
1889, ed Andrew Rutherford, Clarendon Press, 1986) For comment 
on the story see Tompkins, pp 91-3, Carrington, p 440 See Haggard’s 
diary for May 1918 in Cohen, p 100 ‘He went on to show that 
anything which any of us did well was no credit to us that it came 
from somewhere else “We are only telephone wires’” Cf D H 
LawTcnce, Studies in Classic American Literature, 1924 (Penguin, 1971 
pp 115-16 ‘The human mind beats a wireless station to nothing’, and 
Elizabeth Bowen, Anthony Trollope A New Judgement, 1945 ‘You 
suggest that the novelist is a sort of receiving station — picking up 
and transmitting all sorts of things that are in the air ’ Cf ‘The Finest 
Story in the World’ (1891, Many Inventions, 1893) 


Kaspar's Song 

In Verse, the poem is tided ‘Butterflies’, the subtide is omitted, and 
‘where Psyche flies’ in verse 1 and ‘Radiant Psyches’ in verse 4 are 
replaced by 'the butterflies’ and ‘glorious butterflies’ 
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' Wireless’ 

tins Marconi business Until the discover)* in 1887 by Heinrich Hertz of 
electric nates transmitted through space, telegraphy had been 
operated through wires In 1896, the Italian Gugheimo Marconi 
(1874-1937) patented his intention of a wireless telegraphy, and jn 
igot succeeded in transmitting signals across the Atlantic (The 
use of a Marconi telegraph on the sinking Titamc in 1912 saved 
700 lives and ensured Marconi’s reputation ) Kipling had been 
fascinated b) wireless since his cruise with the Channel Tlcct m 
i8g8, when the Nat) was experimenting with it. He met Marconi 
in 1899 ‘I got Marconi to talk about wireless, and at the end of an 
hour I felt that I knew as much about wireless as it was possible 
for a la>man to learn During the talk I consciously or uncon- 
sciousl) was gathering much material for my stor), “Wireless", in 
which I earned the idea of cthcnc \1brat10ns into the possibilities 
of thought transference* {Kipling Interviews and Recollections , cd 
Harold Orel, Macmillan, 1983, \ol 2) Kipling’s interest in new 
inventions is also found in his stones ‘With the Night Mail* (i 9 ° 5 > 
Actions and Reactions , 1909), and ‘As Easy as ABC* (1912, A 
Diversity of Creatures, 1917) 

Poole one of Marconi’s early stations ‘Here’ is presumably Torquay 
or Brighton 

Italian warehouse used to be the name of a grocer selling Italian 
products 

Pharmaceutical r ormulary book containing a list of pharmaceutical 
products with their formulas and means of preparation 
ic 10 as Culpepper (Culpeper) (1616-54) Puntan apothecary*, author 
,nh.L , T , Rician Enlarged, or the Herbal, 1653 

rr, S Cr r , ^ c ^ >t h° rscs and carnages for hire (Keats’s father 
Kcats^) 3 1VC ^ Sta k' C t ^ 1is ,s the first link between Shaynor and 

Christy’s New Commercial Plants an invention? 
g ass jars sign of a chemist’s shop 

colould^^rathcr'Than 3 ^ ^ Ch ° SC * chem,st ’ s )3r °! 

Ass, star,, (1796-1800), by MamEdT" ** ' 

orrir root of ms plant, used^ 
vulcanite- black rubber with sulnL , 
coherer- the most scnsmve S**" - C,CmCnt 

Edouard Branly noticed thai-t?^ ° f dectron ^ waves In 1890, 
a tube, could conduct an „i 602 waves » falling on iron filings in 
3n elcctnc ^n-ent. If the tube with the 
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filings was connected to the electric circuit, the coherer made it 
possible to 1 trace the waves Marconi’s coherer - which paved the 
way for the wireless-set - contained silver nickel filings 
tubdr fruit of several speaes of pepper, used for asthma, pharyngitis, 
etc. 

benzoin' balsamic resin used m treatment of respiratory diseases 
sparklet bottles' soda syphons 
malachite, a carbdhate of copper 
thypre perfume from sandalwood 

induction- When a charged conductor of electricity is brought near an 
uncharged insulated conductor, this acquires a charge by induction, 
which disappears when the charged conductor is removed By 
analogy, Kipling imagines Shaynor as a conductor in whom Keats’s 
inspiration is ‘induced’ 

Keatsr Keats was apprenticed to an apothecary surgeon in 1811 and 
completed his medical training in 1816, he was m love with Fanny 
Brawne, and he died of T B ‘The Eve of St Agnes’, written 
between 18 January and 2 February 1819, was based on the legend 
that on St Agnes’ night (21 January) young girls can have visions 
of their loved ones. Kipling has been working towards the chemist 
as a conductor of Keats’s poetry throughout the story ‘Bitter cold’ 
(pp 181, 183) echoes ‘St Agnes ’eve - Ah! bitter chill it was!’ 
(stanza 1) The wind blowing the fur off the dead hare next to tfie 
‘feathered birds’ (p 183) is like ‘The owl, for all his feathers was 
a-cold / The hare limped trembling through the frozen grass’ 
(stanza 1) The name of the church is St Agnes (p 184) The 
chemist’s girlfriend is called Fanny Brand The descriptions of the 
shop echo the descriptions of Madeline's room in stanzas 24 and 25 
The reference to the ‘tiger-moth’ on p 188 echoes the ‘tiger-moth’ 
in stanza 24. The chemist’s reaction to the drink (p 188) echoes the 
‘beaded bubbles winking at the bnm’ of the ‘draught of vintage’ in 
Ode to a Nightengale Kipling has ‘Madeleine’ for Keats’s ‘Madeline’ 
vile chroma a chromo-lithograph, a popular and often badly executed 
process of colour-printing 

Incense in a censer cf stanza 1, ‘Like pious incense from a censer old’ 
And my weak spirit fails' cf stanza 11, ‘and his weak spirit foils/ To 
think how they may ache m icy hoods and mails’ 
its little smoke in pallid moonlight died Keats has ‘moonshine’ 

Candied apple cf stanza 30 

Of candied apple, quince, and plum, and gourd, 

With jellies soother than the creamy curd. 

And lucent syrups, tutet with cinnamon. 


Notes to pages ig6 to igj 

Manna and dates, m argosy transferred 
From Fez, and spiced dainties, every one. 

From silken Samarkand to ccdared Lebanon 

The sharp raw cf stanza 36 

Meantime the frost- wind blows 
Like Love’s alarum pattering the sharp sleet 
Against the window-panes, St Agnes’ moon hath set. 

A savage spot Coleridge’s lines from ‘Kubla Khan’ (written under the 
influence of opium) read ‘A savage place! as holy and enchanted’, 
etc 

Our magic windows' Shaynor is now trying for the lines from Ode to a 
Nightingale 

The same that oft-times hath 
Charmed magic casements, opening on the foam 
Of penlous seas, in faery lands forlorn 

Keats made alterations in these lines, he originally had ‘the wide 
casements’ and ‘keelless’ or ‘ruthless’ seas (See John Keats The 
Complete Poems, cd John Barnard, Penguin, 1973, p 657) 


The Army of a Dream 

First published in the (right-wing) Morning Post, 15-18 July 1904. 
Intended as the ‘keynote’ of the volume (see Carrington, p 377* an< ^ 
Wilson, p 232) See the poem ‘The Islanders’ (4 January 1902) for 
Kiplmg s plea for national conscription (Sec Carrington, pp 375 ~^» 
for his own rifle club at Rottmgdean, which Kipling started in 1900 ) 
Sec also ‘The Parable of Boy Jones’ m Land and Sea Tales , 1923, 
where an upper-class young man realizes his military incompetence 
when he visits the Village Rifle Club 


crc seems to be a lot in it,’ said Boy Jones, after a whfle, to his friend ‘But 
>ou nee n t tell me, he went on in the tone of one ill at ease with himself, 
on t tc I me that when the hour strikes ever}' man in England wouldn’t - cr - 
ralli to the defence of his country like one man ’ 

‘ h T C d bC S ° USC / Ul ?' hi ! c hc railing, wouldn’t he?’ said the Fncnd 
n r ™ a E£ nc0Ilc un ^d thousand chaps of your kidney introduced to the 
, " d, " e *" d *""* » 

chccnl'y ^ ^ UmC SCt Ecr,cral of the thing,’ said Bo, Jones 
•TOen .ha, hoot smte,’ ^ F„„d ^ , t ^ ^ ^ 
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you understand There may be a few hours — perhaps ten or twch c - there will 
certainly not be more than a day and a night allowed us to get ready m ’ 

See also Kipling’s letter to the Daily Mail , 6 August 1904, which reads 
in part. 

A youth interested in public life might be careful to join a Volunteer corps 
soon after his majority as possible, for, in my dream, the lav, of the land laid 
down that he who did not volunteer should not vote 1 dreamed that the 
professional and semi-professional players of games, worshipped by hundreds 
of thousands, had lent their influence, power, popularity and prestige to help 
their country m its need, by ruling that the professional athlete’s only 
possible road to notoriety, money and applause should he through the ranis of 
his corps 


Song of the Old Guard 

Subtitled ‘Army Reform - After Boer War’ in Verse, with quotation 
from Exodus (xxvi 31, 35, 36) omitted Parody of an anti-puntan 
satire by Francis Quarles in The Shepheards Oracle , Eclogue XI (see 
The Times Literary Supplement , 25 December 1959, p 755) The 
poem was inspired by the rejection, by a War-Office committee, of a 
critical history of the recent war by General J M Grierson 


The Army of a Dream 

Tyneside Tail-twisters 2nd Battalion (Royal) Northumberland Fusil- 
iers, the 5th Foot 

Mount Nelson Hotel in Cape Town 

Tu st her s' private infantrymen, foot soldiers 

Tontenoy- battlefield in Belgium, where on 11 May 1745 the French 
defeated the English 

a Rowlon lodging-house Baron Montague Rowton (1838—1903) founded 
his very successful ‘poor man’s hotels’ in 1892 
Line and Militia combatant forces and citizen soldiers 
the Storcr the Army and Navy Co-operative Society, known as ‘The 
Stores’, membership of which was confined to officers of the 
services Cf ‘The Edge of the Evening’ (1913, A Diversity of 
Creatures, 1917) m which the American Ziglcr calls it ‘one of the 
most wonderful institutions in the world’ 

Volunteer soldier who is not a professional In 1900 a force of 119,000 
Volunteers had been created, and about a third of the whole 
force volunteered for service in South Africa. In 1908 Lord 
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Haldane would absorb the Volunteers into the Territorial Army 
Aldershot military camp m Hampshire 
Spiers and Pond military catering firm 
on the hoof on the march 

Hythe near Folkestone, chief musketry school of the army 

Athabasca in AJberta, Canada 

Mian Mir the Lahore military cantonment 

Bean Deng (or Beinn Darg), mountain m Easter Ross, Scotland 

Sghurr Mhor mountain in Ross and Cromarty 

Sappers Royal Engineers who dig trenches, etc 

squad-drill drill formation, usually of a dozen soldiers 

company-drill usually of two or more platoons 

battalion-drill of three or more companies 

Nootka Sound in British Columbia, Canada 

Canuck Canadian 

Cornstalk Australian 

Maon here meaning white New Zealander 
ptequet-work 1 c guard duty 

C B Fry Charles Burgess Fry (1872-1956), a great all-round English 
sportsman 

Oddfellows' secret benevolent and fraternal society dating from the 
eighteenth century 

I O G T The International Organization of Good Templars, founded 
in Utica 


Buffaloes- The Royal Antediluvian Order of Buffaloes 
urkes Peerage, Baronetage and Knightage , with the pedigree of British 
titled classes, first issued m 1826 

ebretts Peerage, Baronetage, Knightage, and Compamonagc , first 
issued in 1802 


E reference t0 Mr Face y Romford's Hounds (1865), by 

Yeomanry see note on p 309 They were to be absorbed into the 
Territorial Army, hke the Volunteers 
Bisky rifle range near Farnborough, Hampshire 
feel-reserves' reserve warships P 

”l£vy fo?mano*'vS t ° f Ireland > much used b y thc 

Gib Gibraltar 


Kitchener Lord Kitchener os. 

South Africa from iqoo m T 8so ~ 19 * 6 )’ Commander-m-Chief m 
the Cape Colony dunntr J Wh ° 113(1 t0 rccnut for troops in 
guerilla fighters The war w i 3tCr part the Boer War against 
War led extensive reforms m the British 
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Anm, including the superseding of the Volunteer Arm} b} the 
Territorials, and the training and organisation of expeditionary 
forces 

dochyard-mateyr workers in a naval dockyard 

quick-firers' term used for a variety of guns, from small machine-guns 
■with automatic loading to 4-mch and 6-mch guns loaded by hand 
and firing far fewer rounds per minute. 
tan oak bark used to co\cr the floor of a nding school 
man-roper a rope railing 

Ally Sloper a reference to a weekly comic paper. Ally Sloper's Half 
Holiday The hero had a big red nose and a huge top hat. 
colour-sergeants- who carry the regimental colours 
Coolgardte Western Australia 
cn etat de partir ready to go 
Blue Peter see note on p 324. 

storm-cone- canvas cone hoisted as a warning of high wands 
Moltkc Count Helmuth von Moltkc (1800-1891), Chicf-of-StafF of 
the Prussian Army and a great strategist 
‘Gree me back my legions' Augustus Caesar’s words after his defeat in 
Germany 

'A Life on the Ocean Wave’ sec note on p 315 
bolt action 1 e not the regular bolt action rifle used in England but 
something more like a U S firearm 
the Ltncolnr the Lincolnshire Regiment. 

Jemmy Fawne James Fawn, popular music-hall singer of the 
1890s 

Sanaa's Post scene of the ambush of British forces by Christiaan de 
Wet on 31 March 1900, a display of British bravery and in- 
competence. See SM, pp 1 56 — 7, and A Book of Words, 1928, p 

87 


‘They’ 

First published m Scribner’s Magazine, August 1904- For the death of 
Josephine Kiplmg in 1899, see Introduction Cf the poem ‘Merrow 
Down’ in Just So Stones (1902) See Carrington, pp 436-8, Wilson, 
pp 264-6, Tompkins, pp 203— 4, Mason, pp 204—8 T S Eliot invokes 
the story in ‘Burnt Norton’, in Four Quartets 
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Notes to pages 242 to 261 

The Return of the Children 

In Verse , ‘radiant’ in stanza 1 is replaced by ‘splendid’ 


‘They’ 

way-waste Sussex dialect word for unused land by the roadside 
the Egg the mythological Orphic egg 

dene Sussex dialect word for a deep, narrow valley with a stream 
Ushant westerly island off the coast of France 
In the pleasant orchard-closes from ‘The Lost Bower’ by Elizabeth 
Barrett Browning The missing line is ‘Listen, gentle - aye, and 
simple! Listen, children on the knee!’ Also used to preface ‘The 
Education of Otis Ycerc’ ( Wee Willie Wtnlte, 1888) 
in hand under cultivation 


Mrs Bathurst 

First published in the USA m the Metropolitan Magazine and in 
England m the Windsor Magazine, September 1904 For the source of 
the story, see SM, p 101 

All I earned away from the magic town of Auckland was the face and voice 
of a woman who sold me beer at a little hotel there They stayed at the back of 
my head till ten years later when, in a local tram of the Cape Town suburbs, I 
heard a petty officer from Simons Town telling a companion about a woman in 
New Zealand who ‘never scrupled to help a lame duck or put her foot on a 
scorpion Then — precisely as the removal of the key-log in a umber-jam starts 
the whole pile — those words gave me the key to the face and voice at Auckland, 
and a talc called ‘Mrs Bathurst’ slid into my mind, smoothly and orderly as 
floating timber on a bank-high river 


The story has been extensively commented on Sec Carrington, pp 
435 -h, Wilson, pp 221-3, Mason, pp 158-64, Tompkins, pp 89-91, 
b L Gilbert, What Happens in “Mrs Bathurst’”, P ML A, LXXVII, 
t 9 2 , J° n Bayley, The Uses of Division , 1976, pp 76-8, C A 
Bodelson, Aspects of Kipling s Art , 1964, ch 7, Craig Raine, ‘Double 
Thunder Review of The Strange Ride of Rudyard Kipling by Angus 
Wdson, New Statesman , n November 1977, vol 94, pp 657-8 Cf 
A Madonna of the Trenches’ (1924, Debits and Credul 1926) for a 

bemused nam'tor ^ ^ W ° man he lovcs > told b y 3 locked, 

Some changes were made m the text of ‘Mrs Bathurst’ between the 


Notes to pages 266 

publication in the JVirdsor Magazine and in the Uniform Edition 
Most of these arc minor, some suggest that the magazine publication 
required censorship, or at least toning down The most notable differ- 
ences arc as follows 

P 272, / 26 WM ‘Look at Click’, UE ‘Look at -you know ' 
p 274, / 34. WM omits ‘She wasn’t tfiatV 
p 276, / 28 WM ‘affectionate’, UE ‘intimate’ 

/ 34 WM omits l and one more ’ 

P 277 . / 7 WM ‘know’, UE ‘Ii\c with’ 

/ 9 WM ‘were black or white’, UE ‘talked in their sleep or 
not’ 

/ 13 WM omits ‘I know thatY 

I 16 WM ‘“He’s liable to go crazy,’’ was the answer’, UE 
‘“He goes crazy - or just saves himself,” was the slow 
answer ’ 

/ 21 WM ‘I can’t say ’, UE ‘That’s the dark an’ bloody 
mystery- ’ 

p 279, / 8 WM omits *- previous to birth as you might say ’ 

/ 18-19 WM ‘the very thing itself, when you think of it - all 
from nature’, UE ‘taken from the very thing itself - you see ’ 
/ 23 WM ‘she ran so lifelike ’, UE ‘she headed so straight’ 
/ 37 WM ‘Look' That’s Mrs B !’, UE ‘Christ' there’s Mrs 
B'’ 

p 281, / 8-9 WM omits ‘his hand fingering his waistcoat-pocket ’ 

P 283, / 21 WM omits ‘Consume your own smoke ’ 

/ 27 WM ‘I’m not a murderer’, UE ‘I am not a murderer’ 

/ 28 WM ‘my lawful w-ifc died in ’cr bed ’, UE ‘my lawful 
wife died in childbed ’ 

P 284, / 30 WM has ‘It’s all black, boggy soil ’ after ‘without a 
curve.’ 

P 285, / 16 WM omits ‘It was so ’ 

l 19-20 W M ‘But I kept four in the lower jaw wasn’t it? 
But since you gentlemen knew him UE ‘and I kept 
But he was a friend of you two gentlemen, you see ’ 


From Lyden's 'Irentus' 

Fragments of a play called ‘Gow’s Watch’ are used in Km and in 
Debits and Credits (one attached to ‘A Madonna of the Trenches’) and 
are reprinted in Verse This, though not called ‘Gow’s Watch’, has the 
same characters and style, the speech on Fortune is mcluded as part of 
Act II Sc 2 of ‘Gow’s Wat ’ ** r ^tse The relevance to ‘Mrs Bathurst* 
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seems to be the lulling power of ‘woman’s love’ See RG , Verst, pp 
5391-2 


Mrs Bathurst 


Simon's Bay see note on Simonstown on p 307 
my train from Cape Town 

the Greeks Greek families commonly owned shops and cafes in South 
Africa at that time 
tickey threepence (S A ) 

Wanktes in what was then Southern Rhodesia, on the railway, about 
sixty miles south-east of Victoria Falls 
Belmont near the border of the Orange Free State, where a British 
Naval Brigade took part m the Boer War for the first time, on 23 
November 1899 

Tristan d’Acunha island about 1750 miles west of Cape Town 
boiler-sealings' the bed-plates of boilers, liable to erode 
Mutzenburg, St James’s, and Kalk Bay on the coast of False Bay above 
Simonstown 

Number One rig- sailor’s best uniform, worn for shore leave 
purr Mary, on the terrace’ from the Royal Marines’ motto ‘Per marc, 
per terram’ 

Bamado Dr Bamardo founded the first orphans’ home m 1867 
steerin -jlat compartment in after end of a ship where the steering 
gear is housed 

Benin district on the west coast of Africa where an expedition in 1897 
was heavily decimated by fever 
Buticrana town in County Donegal often used by Navy ships 
run deserted 
Mormonastic poljgamous 

copper copper sheathing to protect the underwater hull from the teredo 
worm 

midship frames mas sprung the ribs of the ship’s hull were split or 
loosened 

h'yassa Lake N>asn m East Africa 

Flotilla the lake was much used by slave traders serving the Arabian 


p and Q - Peninsular and Oriental Steamship Company The im- 
plication is that jobs art casj to get there 
Bloemfontein see note on p 310 

^^rrmber^tnoa St0ri mu<>t hetng told in April 1903 of De- 
cember ,90a. since „ IS Just posNttar {su . p ^ J 


Notes to pages 275 to 28$ 

warrants and non-comr naval warrant-officers would not usually mix 
with N C O s, but there would be some relaxing of this rule where 
facilities were limited 
China station sen ice m China 
never scrupled sec general note, above 

Phyllis's Ctreur Fillis was a well-known arcus proprietor in Johannes- 
burg 

cinematograph the first moving pictures The ancma was becoming a 
thriving industry in 1900 and few music-halls were without their 
‘bioscope’ or ‘viagraph’ 

Durban on the cast coast, m Natal, it had a large Indian population 
pcenr fames or spates m Persian mjtholog) 

submerged flat a compartment containing undenvater torpedo- 
tubes 

gyroscope' a stcenng device only introduced to torpedo ships m 1898 
the Western Matt a famously fast train from Cornwall to London 
entenr typhoid 

measured mile marked out for a ship’s speed trials 

that big hotel the Mount Nelson 

Salt River an eastern suburb of Cape Town 

Marconi ticker an early wireless telegraph The ticker was the re- 
ceiving instrument which recorded the dots and dashes of the 
Morse code 

cor coxswain or helmsman 

epicycloidal a curve desenbed by a circle as it rolls around the outside 
of another fixed point 

Admiral 1 s front gate of Admiralty House, near the Dockyard 

Worcester sixty-five miles cast of Cape Town 

'The Honeysuckle and the Bee' popular music-hall song by Albert Fitz 

kapje lady’s bonnet 

Lake what’s 'is name Nyasa 

a couple of tramps' Hooper and Pyecroft both assume that Vickery’s 
companion is a man, but the narrative docs not confirm this, and it 
is possible that we are supposed to think that the other ‘tramp’ is 
Mrs Bathurst This has been much debated 
black as charcoal not a common effect of being struck by lightning 
foul anchor impeded or obstructed 
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Notes to pages 286 to 287 

Below the Mill Dam 

First published in the Monthly Review , September 1902 For Kipling’s 
purchase of Bateman’s (and his installation of a hydro-electnc gener- 
ating plant to light the house and buildings), and his growing interest 
in the history of Sussex, see SM, ch 7, Carrington, ch 15, esp p 442 
See also Wilson, pp 244, 245 Cf The Ship That Found Herself 5 
(1895, The Day’s Work , 1898), where the separate parts of the ship talk 
m different voices until they learn to work together, and The Mother 
Hive’ (1908, Actions and Reactions , 1909) for another anthropomorphic 
political fable about the need for interdependent loyal work m the 
national hive 


Our Fathers Also 

In Verse, the poem starts with this extra verse 

Thrones, Powers, Dominions, Peoples, Kings, 
Arc changing ’ncath our hand 
Our fathers also sec these things 
But thej do not understand 


Below the Mill Dam 


Domesday Book ‘the book of the day of the assessment’, the great 
survey of the lands of England made by order of William the 
Conqueror m 1086 Contains a record of the ownership, area and 
value of lands, and of the numbers of tenants, livestock, etc The 
object of the survey was to ascertain and record the Crown’s fiscal 
rights 

Robert s Mill There is a mill on the north side of the road bridge over 
the River Rother in Sussex 

freeman Under the feudal system, the typical English manor consisted 
of the lord s demesne, and the land of the freemen (or free tenants) 
and villeins (or serfs), who paid the lord rents in money, kind or 
labour The villein could not own property and had no legal right 
against the lord 

rod unit of square measure — 30^ square yards 
geld land-tax 

nunquam geldavit ‘it never paid the national land tax’ 
cottars serfs occupying a cottage and land in return for labour 
fisheries die nght to fish nver or pond at 6d a family per year 

aC . fp.fi 1 r rey a ‘ satire 15 a gamst the old officer class and 
the Old Guard of the upper-class cultured Tones like Arthur 
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Notes to pages 287 to 297 

Balfour and the ‘Souls’, a dub whose members included Lord 
Curzon, the Viceroy of India, and liberals such as Wilfred Blunt 
and Percy Wyndham Kipling associated these men with ‘the in- 
fernal and eternal slackness of the last years of the Government 
[of Balfour’s Conservatives]’ (letter to H A G wynne, 7 February 
1906) Cf ‘My Son’s Wife’ (A Diversity of Creatures , 1917) for the 
language of the silly metropolitan intellectuals 
rape one of the six divisions of Sussex, each consisting of a strip of 
country with a town or borough, a harbour and a market 
In Ferle tenutt In Ferle the Abbey of Wilton held one hide (approx 
120 acres) and one virgatc (approx 15 acres) and one half of a 
virgate (approx 7^ acres) Firle is about three miles from Lewes 
hide amount of land sufficient to support a family, that could be tilled 
with one plough and eight oxen in one year, usually between 100 
and 120 acres 

Esseweldr A kundredum was a division of a rape or shire At first the 
word meant a group of 100 families, then the district which those 
families occupied The Hundred of Esscweldc (Esscwelle or Shoy- 
well) rendered no land tax 
mi ddhngr the coarser part of flour 

Faenza a reference to ‘A Soul’s Tragedy’ by Robert Browning, in 
which the Papal Legate twice says that he has seen twenty-three 
leaders of revolt in Faenza, but by the end alters it to twenty-four 
1 e history repeats itself 

Abbot ofWtlton The abbey of Wilton was a famous nunnery, the Mill 
has slipped up here 

Alunc evidently fined because he objected to being dispossessed 
burgum town 

‘Take away that bauble!’ the Waters are quoting Oliver Cromwell’s 
words about the Mace, in dismissing the Long Parliament on 2 
April 1653 

Raven’s Gill Brooir For the landscape and history of the country 
around Bateman’s, see also Puck of Pook’s Hill, 1906, and Rewards 
and Fames , 1910 From 1902 Kipling saturated himself in local 
history from the Sussex Records Office and the parts of the 
Domesday Book referring to Sussex The local names in the story 
are mostly invented 

One of your people ‘Curiosity killed the cat.’ 
tail-race the part of the mill race below the water wheel 
squat-nght no legal basis, but an assumption that someone who has 
settled on land without being its possessor, and remained there 
undisturbed, can claim ownership 
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Notes to pages 2g8 to 303 

trituration grinding to powder The wheel stall thinks it is being used 
to make flour See SM, pp 179-80, for Kipling’s project ‘for de- 
clutching the water-wheel from an ancient mill at the end of our 
garden, and using its microscopical mill-pond to run a turbine’ 
dim delicious half-tones very Nineties phrasing, reminiscent of 
Swinburne and The Yellow Book 
Pasht Egyptian cat god 
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PLAYS IN PENGUINS 


□ Edward Albee Who's Afraid of Virginia Woolf? 

□ Alan Ayckbourn The Norman Conquests 

□ Bertolt Brecht Parables for the Theatre (The Good 
Woman of Setzuan/The Caucasian Chalk Circle ) 

O Anton Chekhov Plays (The Cherry Orchard/The Three 
Sisters/Ivanov/The SeagulUUncle Vania) 

□ Henrik Ibsen HeddaGabler/PillarsofSociety/The 
Wild Duck 

□ Eugfene Ionesco Absurd Drama (The Rhinoceros/The 
Chair/The Lesson) 

□ BenJonson Three Comedies (Volpone/The Alchemist/ 
Bartholomew Fair) 

□ D H Lawrence Three Plays (The Collier's Friday 
Night/The Daughter-in-Law/The Widowing of 
MrsHolroyd) 

O Arthur Miller Death of a Salesman 
O John Mortimer A Voyage Round My Father/What Shall 
We Tell Caroline?/The Dock Brief 

□ j B Priestley Time and the Conways/I Have Been 
Here Before/The Inspector Calls/The Unden Tree 

□ Peter Shaffer Amadeus 

□ Bernard Shaw Plays Pleasant (Arms and the Man/ 
Candida/The Man of Destiny/You Never Can Tell) 

□ Sophocles Three Theban Plays (Oedipus the King/ 
Antigone/Oedipus at Colonus) 

O Arnold Wesker The Wesker Trilogy (Chicken Soup with 
Barley/Roots/I'm Talking about Jerusalem) 

O Oscar Wilde Plays (Lady Windermere's Fan/A Woman 
of No Importance/An Ideal Husband/The Importance 
of Being Eamest/SalomS) 

□ Thornton Wilder Our Town/The Skin of Our Teeth/ 

The Matchmaker 

□ Tennessee Williams Sweet Bird of Youth/A Streetcar 
Named Desire/The Glass Menagerie 


PENGUIN BOOKS OF POETRY 


□ American Verse 

□ Ballads 

□ British Poetry Since 1945 

□ A Choice of Comic and Curious Verse 

□ Contemporary American Poetry 

□ Contemporary British Poetry 

□ Eighteenth-Century Verse 

□ Elizabethan Verse 

□ English Poetry 1918-60 

□ English Romantic Verse 

□ English Verse 

□ First World War Poetry 

□ Georgian Poetry 

□ Irish Verse 

□ Light Verse 

□ London inVerse 

□ Love Poetry 

□ The Metaphysical Poets 

□ Modern African Poetry 

□ New Poetry 

□ Poems of Science 

□ Poetry of the Thirties 

□ Post-War Russian Poetry 

□ Spanish Civil War Verse 
O UnrespectableVerse 

□ Victorian Verse 

□ Women Poets 


ENGLISH AND AMERICAN 
LITERATURE IN PENGUINS 


□ Emma Jane Austen 

1 am going to take a heroine whom no one but myself will much like/ 
declared Jane Austen of Emma, her most spmted and controversial 
heroine in a comedy of self-deceit and self-discovery 

□ Tender is the Night F. Scott Fitzgerald 

Fitzgerald worked on seventeen different versions of this novel, and 
its obsessions- idealism, beauty, dissipation, alcohol and insanity - 
were those that consumed his own marriage and his life 

□ The Life of Johnson James Boswell 

Full of gusto, imagination, conversation and wit, Boswell's immortal 
portrait of Johnson is as near a novel as a true biography can be, and 
still regarded by many as the finest 'life' ever written This shortened 
version is based on the 1799 edition 

□ A House and its Head Ivy Compton-Bumett 

In a novel 'as trim and tidy as a hand-grenade' (as Pamela Hansford 
Johnson put it). Ivy Compton-Bumett penetrates the facade of a 
conventional, upper-class Victorian family to uncover a chasm of 
violent emotions- jealousy, pain, frustration and sexual passion 

□ The Trumpet Major Thomas Hardy 

Although a vein of unhappy unrequited love runs through this novel. 
Hardy also draws on his warmest sense of humour to portray 
Wessex village life at the time of the Napoleonic wars 

□ The Complete Poems of Hugh MacDIarmid 

O Volume One 
0 Volume Two 

The definitive edition of work by the greatest Scottish poet since 
Robert Bums, edited by his son Michael Gneve, and W R Aitken 



ENGLISH AND AMERICA! 
LITERATURE IN PENGUIN- 


□ Main Street Sinclair Lewis 

The novel that added an immortal chapter to the literatu' 
tea's Mid-West, Mam Street contains the comic essen 
Streets everywhere 

□ The Compleat Angler Izaak Walton 

Acelebration of the countryside, and the superiority of thi 
as now, who love qwetnesse, vertue and, above all, A 
fish, however coarse, could wish for a doughtier char 
Izaak Walton' - Lord Home 


□ The Portrait of a Lady Henry James 

'One of the two most brilliant novels in the language', acc 
R Leavis, James's masterpiece tells the story of a youm 
heiress, prey to fortune-hunters but not without a will of 


□ Hangover Square Patrick Hamilton 

Part love story, part thriller, and set in the publands of Loncf 
Court, this novel caught the conversational tone of a who! 
tion in the uneasy months before the Second World War 


□ The Rainbow D H Lawrence 


Written between Sons and Lovers and Women in Love The 
covers three generations of Brangwens a veoman familv 
the borders of Nottinghamshire yeoman family 


D Vindication of the Rights of Woman 
Mary Wollstonecraft Wo ™n 

Although Walpole once called her < a 
Wollslonecraft's vision was such that !Lw 6na m P ett,c0a 

go back and debate the arguSte ® T**? co 

a ments so powerfully set down 



CLASSICS IN TRANSLATION 
IN PENGUINS 


□ Remembrance of Things Past Marcel Proust 
D Volume One Swann's Way, Within a Budding Grove 

□ ‘VolumeTwo. TheGuermantes Way, Cities of the Plain 

Q VolumeThree. The Captive, The Fugitive, Time Regained 

Terence Kilmartin's acclaimed revised version of C K. Scott Mon- 
cneffs onginal translation, published in paperback for the first time 

0 - The Canterbury Tales Geoffrey Chaucer 

*Every age is a Canterbury Piignmage nor can a child be bom who 

is not one of these characters of Chaucer' - William Blake 

□ Gargantua&Pantagruel Rabelais 

“The fantastic adventures of two giants through which Rabelais 
T1495-1553) caricatured his life and times in a masterpiece of ex- 
uberance and glonous exaggeration 

□ The Brothers Karamazov Fyodor Dostoevsky 

A detective story on many levels, profoundly Involving the question 
of the existence of God, Dostoevsky's great drama of pamcide and 
fraternal jealousy triumphantly fulfilled his aim 'to find the man in 
man . [to] depict all the depths of the human soul ' 


;□ Fables of Aesop 

This translation recovers all the old magic of fables in which, too 
•often, the fox steps forward as the cynical hero and a lambfs an ass 
to lie down with a lion 


□ The Three Theban Plays Sophocles 

A new translation, by Robert Fagles, of Antigone, Oedipus the King 
and Oedipus at Co/onus, plays alt based on the legend of the royal 

house of Thebes 


